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- AUTHOR's PREFACE. © 
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Tus Drama is a continuation of my V1R- 
GIN OF THE SUN. At the ſuggeſtion of my 
friend Schrader, many trifling alterations have 
been made from the original manuſcript. Theſe, 
from reſpe& for his modeſty, I might perhaps 
have been diſpoſed to paſs over in ſilence, did 
not more "powerful reaſons urge their being 
pointed out. In the firſt place, the opinigg of fo 
excellent a dramatic critic as —_—— al- 
ways be conſidered as of great weight, and as 
giving a ſanction to whatever has paſſed ſuch 


an ordeal: And ſecondly, did I not explain how 


far I am indebted to him, the applauſe which 


the Piece has obtained, might excite the envious 


and malicious to inſinuate, that even a greater 
ſhare of that applauſe'is due to my friend than 
the reality would juſtify. Some of the altera- 
tions were actually made by Schrader himſelf, 


- 


others 


0 
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others were undertaken by me, from hints which 


: 


he furniſhed. 


Amon g the former, the principal were the ſup- 
preſſion of the ſcene where Diego is brought as 


a priſoner into the Spaniſh camp, which in 


Schrœder's opinion interrupted the general effect 
of the Firſt Act by a piece of mirth, unſeaſon- 
ably introduced, as having no neceſſary connection 
with the reſt of the Play; —alſo the omiſſion of 
a chorus, and an Air ſung by Elvira to the 
guitar ; and above all, the removal of one very 
dark ſhade from Pizarro's character, who, in the 
original endeavours, in violation of his word ſo- 
lemnly given, to get Rolla again into his power. 
The bak and moſt advantageous of Schrœder's 
own alterations, is making Pizarro gueſs at El- 
vira's deſign upon his life, which originally was 
diſcovered to him by Rolla in very harſh terms ; 
a circumſtance undoubtedly detracting, in ſome 
meaſure, from the general grandeur of Rolla's 


* By a miſtake of the Printer's, this ſcene is retained in the 
publication. Note by the Author. 

The Tranſlator has alſo retained it, as not entering into the 
force of Schrœder's objection. „ 
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Among my own. alterations made at the ſug- 
geſtion of Schrader, may be noticed the change 
of Valverde from Pizarro's chaplain to his ſecre- 
tary. To this I was induced from a conviction 
that it muſt invariably excite diſguſt, to behold, 
either upon the great theatre of the world it- 


ſelf, or the little theatre, which is only an epi- 


tome of the greater, a clergyman of ſo contemp- 
tible a character. It was indeed my intention 
that this alteration ſhould have been confined to 
the Stage ; and that in the cloſet the Prieſt, who 
is no fititious perſonage, ſhould appear in his 
native unworthineſs: yet at laſt I had neither 
time nor inclination to trouble myſelf farther 
about ſuch a wretch; and I therefore let him 
remain as he now ſtands. >. 

But the moſt important change the Piece has 
undergone, and that for which I feel myſelf moſt 
deeply indebted to the ſuggeſtions of my friend, 
is the elevation of mind now given to Elvira; 
and I truſt that this character, which doubtleſs, 
in the original, approached too nearly to that of 
a common proſtitute, will in its preſent form 


excite both compaſſion and admiration. 
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Some other alterations were propoſed by 
Schrader, which I declined to adopt, becauſe 
they appeared to me to be dictated by no other 
principle than a miſtaken compliance with the 
times. As, forinſtance, the omiſſion of that paſſage 
where I notice the Papal Bulls; by one of which 
America was granted to the Spaniards, and by 
the other the Indians were determined to be 
Men, not Ass: as well as that wherein I men- 


tion the Thirteen Indians who were hung in ho- 


nour of Chriſt and his Apoſtles. Theſe are 
hiſtorical facts, which I can ſee no ſolid reafon 


_ againſt introducing upon the Stage.“ 


The Tranſlator has omitted the remainder of the Preface; * 
as it has ro relation to the preſent work, but refers entirely 
to two other of the Author's Dramas; the inſertion of it ap- 
peared ſuperfluous, 
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Lately were fiubliſhed, all by the ſame Author and 


Tranſlator, and may be had of all the Bookſellers, * 8 


: 
«* 
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THE NATURAL SON, _ 8 
A Play, in Five Acts; _ 
Being the original of Lovers' Vows, now per- 
forming at Covent Garden Theatre. The Sixth 
Edition. 
THE COUNT OF BURGUNDY, 
A Play, in Four Acts. 
THE SECOND EDITION, 


- 


THE VIRGIN OF THE SUN, 


A PLAY, IN FIVE ACTS. 


Each Price Half-a-Crown. 
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 DRAMATIS PERSON. 


— 
ATAL1BA, King of Quito. 
RoLLa, | 
ALonzo DE MoLina, 
Cora, Wife to Alonzo. 
Piz Ax RO, General of the Spaniſh Army. 
ELviRA, his Miſtreſs. 
ALMAGRo, 
Go z AL o, 
DaviLA, 
Gomez, 
VALVERDE, Secretary to Pizarro. 
LAs-CAs As, à Dominican Friar. 
Dido, Attendant on Molina. 
An OLD Cazique. 
An OLD Max. 
A Bor. 


Officers in the Spaniſh Army. 


A Covunrien, 
SPANISH SOLDIERS, PERUYIAN SOLDIERS, 
CourTIERs, WOMEN, and CHILDREN, 


— — _——— 
— — — 


Generals in the Peruvian Army. 
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SPANIARDS IN PERU: 


OR THE 


DEATH OF ROLL A. 


/ ACT | 


SCENE I.—The inſide of PizARRO's Tent in the Spaniſh 
Camp. ELviRa in Man's 5 ptr: ſleeping upon a 
Couch, VALVERDE enters ſoftly, obſerves her eagerly 
for a few Moments, then kneels by her, and kiſſes her 


Hand as it hangs down. ELVIRA awakes, and caſts 


upon him a Look of pointed Indignation. 


V ALVERDE. 


Foreive the effect of your charms. | 
Elvira. Oh wonderful that you ſhould ſucceed at 
laſt in performing a miracle. 
Valverde. A miracle What miracle? 
Elvira. A moſt extraordinary one!—no leſs than to 


ſet a woman at variance with her own beauty. 


Valverde. You are very ſevere. 
Elvira. Why did you diſturb my dreams they were 
ſo pleafing ! 
Valverde, What was the ſubje& of them? 
Elvira. That I ſaw you hanging. 
B Valverde 
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Valverde. How long will Elvira thus revile my love ? 

Elvira. Your love! dare you give ſo honourable an 
appellation to a ſentiment fo ſpurious and baſe ?—Between 
ourſelves, Valverde, to hear you talk of love, gives me the 
idea of a beggar: who ſhould aſk alms, and then ſnatch the 


purſe from the hand that was about to relieve him, while at 


the ſame time with his lips he invoked God's bleſſing upon 
the charity. 

Valverde. What dare not a lovely woman ſay ? 

Elvira. What dare not a coxcomb do? - From whom 
did you receive permiſſion to come and diſturb my fleep ?— 
Is it not enough, that I am eternally waked in the night by 
the rattle of drums ?—And yet I had rather that my ears 
were tormented, than my eyes. 

Valverde. You are completely miſtreſs of the art of 
trying a man's patience. 

Elvira. Would you with Pizarro to be informed of 
your proceedings? | 

Valverde. Rather tell me, by what ſpell Pizarro holds 
you in ſuch bondage? His eyes are like thoſe of a wild 
ox; his beard is ſhaggy and uncombed;—he is a hypocrite 
in friendſhip, a tyrant in love, —— 

Elvira. Hold !—this funeral ſermon is premature !— 
remember he is not yet dead. 

Valverde. Rough and unpoliſhed, both in body and 
mind; a driver of fwine in his youth, he now rules men 


as if they were ſwine, 


Elvira, Perhaps, in this he ſhews a more accurate 
knowledge of them than you are willing to allow. 

Valverde. Ignorant as an Andaluſian mule-driver, this 
formidable hero cannot even read or write. 

Elvira. My good friend, a woman who is entirely de- 
voted to love, concerns herſelf little whether the object of 
her paſſion be learned or illiterate ; for love 1s only written 
in the heart, and is to be read only in the eyes, Valour 
will much more eaſily enchain the foul of a woman than 
learning. Pizarro fights with the ſword, you with the 
pen—he ſpills blood; you only ſpill ink. 

Valverde. ] do not find that we have been hitherto much 
benefited by the effuſion of either. 

Elvira. And after all, of what great importance to the 
world axe ſcribbling heroes like yourſelf? Not all the ink 


ever conſumed by you, would have enabled Nugnez Bal- 
| boa 
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; 
boa to diſcover the South Sea; ſtill leſs wolll {tudying the 


propoſitions of Ariſtotle have inſpired Pizarro and Alma- 


gro with ſpirit to fit out their frail veſſel and encounter ſo 


many dangers; and had it not been for theſe events, you 
might have remained | ane; amid the duft of the ſchools; 
while I had probably been immured in a convent. 

Valverde. It yet remains a queſtion, whether we are 
gainers or loſers by being placed in our preſent ſituations, 
rather than in thoſe you mention with ſuch contempt, 

Elvira. Monaſtic uniformity ! the lumber of a mar- 
mot! Heaven preſerve me from ſuch a life! 


Valverde. This is always the caſe with women you 


are never contented without eminence. Splendid miſery is 


more welcome to you, than calm repoſe and domeſtic hap- 


ineſs. 6 
i Elvira, Do you know what is, above all things, our 
averſion? The intruſive babhle of a preacher of common 
ſayings. | 
Valverde. Very well! —Scoff as you pleaſe, madam, 
as long as the ſun continues to ſhine ; but when the thun- 


der rolls you may find yourſelf awed and that moment 


is perhaps not far diſtant, 

Elvira, (Scornfully) Valverde turning prophet !— 
on what foundation may he build his dark oracles? 

Valverde. Are we not in a foreign land, here death 
lies in ambuſh for us, in every new plant, in every un- 
known fruit which hunger may impel us to taſte, —and 
where thoſe whom the ſword ſpares, periſh daily from being 
unaccuſtomed to the climate. Our gumbers are conſtant- 
ly diminiſhing. 

Elvira. Is not that a benefit to us who remain behind, 
ſince we are heirs to the deceaſed ? 

Valverde. There is the point :—you are led away by 
your rapacity. | 

Elvira. And by what principle is Valverde led away? 
do you ſuppoſe, that I cannot diſcern the wolf, becauſe 
he imitates the bleating of the ſheep? Do you imagine it 
poſſible to veil the rogue from the eyes of a woman ?— 


_ 


Away, away! believe me, that 4 the whole 


camp. not one perſon will be found who 


peaks his genuine 
ſentiments,— Las- Caſas excepted. 


Valverde. Name not that fanatic, with his viſions of 


humanity, and tolera ion. | 
B 2 Elvira, 
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Elvira. Name him not — know, that there are mo- 
ments, when the viſions of this old man impreſs my heart ſo 
powerfully, that I could even kiſs his grey beard ; nor can 


I find any means of effacing the impreſſion again, unleſs by 


deyoting the night to revelry. 

Valverde. Shame on thee ! 

Elvira. Ah! had I but been bleſſed with an earlier 
knowledge of him; who can ſay what might have been 
my fate ! | | 

Valverde. A mY enthuſiaſt in the cauſe of his beloved 
humanity, as it is pleaſed to ſtyle itſelf. And indeed no- 
we, Yep this earth ſo eaſily leads men into enthuſiaſm, 
as a fine ſounding word, to which no definite idea can be 
affixed. The imagination groans, and the martyr is in- 
ſtantly born. 

_ Elvira. Valverde a philoſopher, too? 

Vatverde. Does that diſpleaſe you? Well, then, let us 
deſcend from the clouds of philoſophy, to wander amid the 
flowers of love. 

Elvira. Which would inſtantly wither beneath your 
footſteps. In ſhort, groveller, if ever you hope to gain 
Elvira's love; you muſt throw away your pen, graſp a 
ſword, and achieve ſome illuſtrious action. 

Valverde. Tell me, what mighty actions Pizarro has 
achieved? | 

Elvira, Aſk both the old and the new world. By the 
mere force of his own talents, he has raiſed himſelf from 
the low ſtation of a ſwine-driver, to the exalted rank of a 

reat warrior, When, in a ſmall ſhip, and accompanied 
only by an hundred followers, he quitted Panama to con- 
quer an unknown world; my heart whiſpered me, « This 
muſt be a bold man.” But, afterwards, when, in the little 
iſland of Gallo, he with his ſword marked a line in the 
ſand, and magnanimouſly defired thoſe of his followers who 
were diſcontented, and wiſhed to depart, to croſs that line; 
—on which permiſſion he was deſerted by all but thirteen 
tried friends, who ſwore adherence to him, at all hazards; 


Sand when, notwithſtanding this defection, at the head of 


the few that remained, he reſolutely devoted himſelf to 

death, or the accompliſhment of his purpoſe, my heart cried 

aloud, „ This is a great man“ 
Valverde. Great,—as he ſucceeded ; but, had his pro- 


jects miſcarried, the world had called him a fool. 
5 Elvir as 
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Elvira. The fate of every hero Children ok with 
ping mouths after a rocket that aſcends boldly; but 
— h, when one burſts in lighting. | 

* But ſhould this rocket riſe till it reach the 
clouds, what then would be your expectations? 

Elvira. To become Vice-queen of Peru. Pizarro 
ſhall govern this untutored people; J will civiliſe them. 

Valverde. Do you indeed expect this: How little are 
you aware of Pizarro's crafty ambition. Should fortune 
conduct him to this topmoſt round of her ladder, he will 
undoubtedly offer his hand to ſome rich maiden, whoſe 
high birth may caſt a veil over the defect of his own, and 
whoſe connections at court may ſerve as a ſhield to protect 
him; while poor Elvira, with all that ſhe has done and ſut- 
fered for his ſake, will be inſtantly forgotten. 

Elvira. Ha!—ſhould this be ſo ?—But, hiſs on vene- 
mous reptile ! 

Valverde. And if, on the contrary, Pizarro's humble 
ſecretary ſhould be promoted to the rank of his chancellor; 
Elvira may then be glad to find a refuge in Valverde's 
arms. 

Elvida. Impudent wretch ! 

Valverde. You trample down flowers which you might 
pluck, in aiming at fruit that hangs beyond your reach. 
Believe me, as | So as Alonzo de Molina ſhall continue 
to inſtruct the Peruvians in our arts, Pizarro may be con- 
tent to thraſh empty ſtraw. 

Elvira. And believe me, as long as I am convinced 
that Pizarro remains worthy of my affection, no petty ca- 
lumnies ſhall effe& our ſeparation. If fortune ſhould turn 


her back upon him, while it is for no demerits of his own, - 


Elvira will ſtill take him by the hand. | 
Valverde. Repentance only hobbles on, it is true, yet 

it will at laſt overtake fools, —Hiſt !-1 hear his voice! 
Elvira. Haſte, juggler quickly aſſume thy maſk of 


honour. 


SCENE II.— Enter Plz ax RO. Seeing ELVmA and V at- 
VERDE together, he ſtarts, and obſerves them bath with 
an eye of dark V iclen. VALVERDE b9:vs obſequiouſly. 

_ ELvira laughs. | 


Pizarro, Why do you laugh? Elvira, 
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Elvira. To laugh and weep we know not why, —is the 
privilege of woman. 8 | 

Pizarro. But, I inſiſt upon yaur informing me? 

Elvira. You may inſiſt; but J do not chuſe to 
comply. 1 

Valverde. Donna Elvira was ridiculing my fears. 

Pizarro. What fears. | 

Valverde. Leſt the enemy, through their ſuperiority in 
numbers, and inſpired by Alonzo— 

Pizarro. Only a woman, and thoſe who reſemble wo- 
men, could fear that boy. | 

Valverde. You are right; it was childiſh puſillanimity. 
What arrogance and folly ! He, a pupil of yours, trained 
under your ſtandard, now dares to ſet himſelf up in oppo- 
fition to his maſter ! | 

Pizarro. He, who ate at my own table, who ſlept in 

my own tent. 

Falverde. Ungrateful wretch ! 

Pizarro. He was entruſted by his mother to my care. 
She was a hauzhty woman ; and I thought I diſcovered in 
the breaſt of this boy, a ſpark of heroic fire which might 
eaſily be fanned into a flame. 

Elvira. *Tis the province of our ſex alone, to form 
heroes. : | | 

Pizarro, Do you ſuppoſe that I have never loved? 

Elvira. Then had you never been a hero. 

Pixarro. (To Valverde) Often as I have related to 
Alonzo the ſtory of my firſt expedition ;—haw, with a 
handful of men, I was driven about for ſeventy days ſuc- 
ceffively ;—how ſtorms and billows at ſea; rivers, marſhes, 
and trackleſs foreſts by land, made each ſtep we took as 
toiſſome as a day's journey; - how, at one time, the wild 
inhabitants of the coaſt; at another, the elements, com- 
batted againſt us: how perpztual conflicts, hunger, a 
ſultry climate, and fatal diſeaſes, daily diminiſhed our little 
troop, till neceſſity at laſt compelled me to abandon a 

country curſed by the decrees of nature herſelf, and fave 
| my life by ſeeking refuge on an inhoſpitable ſhore, oppo- 
i! ſite to the Pearl Iſlands. Often, as I have deſcanted on 
fl theſe things to Alonzo, has he, full of admiration, claſped 


1 me in his arms, while tears trembled in his fine blue 
7 eyes. | 
ſeed? Pizarro. 


| . of Valverde. And whoſe fect trampled down this hopeful 
N 
| 
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Pixarro. Las-Caſas came with his ſmooth tongue, and 


talked to him of moving in a higher ſphere; till he at laſt 


ſeduced him into a participation of his own enthuſiaſm ; and 
from that hour I wearied myſelf in vain, with endeavours 
to draw my youthful charge down from his air-built caſtles 
in the clouds, to the real world below. | 
Valuerde. Till, at length, he forſook you, joined your 
enemies, and betrayed his native-country ? 
Pizarro, But, firſt, the boy was weak enough to at- 


tempt ſhaking the principles of a man like Pizarro. He 


hung in tears about my neck, tried to wheedle the graſped 
ſword out of my hand, called the Peruvians—our bre- 


thren— 


Valverde. Obſtinate heathens, ur brethren !—there, 
indeed, I recognize Las-Cafas. 

Pizarro, When, however, he faw that his tears fell 
upon ſenſeleſs marble, he gave up the cauſe, and went 
over to the enemy. Traitor-like, he immediately began 
to inſtruct them in our arts both of war and peace, in- 
formed them of our ſtrength and our weakneſs, and, at 
laſt,—Oh ! ſhame !—compeiled me to make a diſgraceful 
retreat. | 

Valverde. But vengeance hovers over his head. 

Pizarro, Ves; I have returned, with a mightier force; 
and the boy ſhall feel that Pizarro ſtill lives! 

Valverd: The queſtion is, — whether Alonzo ftili 
lives ? 

Pizarro. That is certain. His follower, Diego, is 
jult taken priſoner ; who reports the enemy to be twelve 
thouſand ſtrong. with Alonzo and Rolla at their head. 
This day they are to offer a great ſacrifice to their idols 
Of the thoughtleſs fecurity into which they will be plunged 
by this ſapecſtition, I mean to take advantage, and ſprinkle 
their ſacrifices with their own blocd. | 


Elvira. Will you not take me as your companion, 


Pizarro ? 

Pizarro We are not going to a ball. 

Elvira. Neither was it my wiſh to affociate myſelf 
with a dancer. ; 

Pizarro. If you can find in my armoury, a ſword light 
enough to ſuit the hands of a woman ; then come and rake 
your ſtation at my ſide 

Elvira. Shall you then love me better. f 
| Pizarro. 
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Pizarro,” Ves; and for this reaſon: becauſe the tumult 
of battle would be a fortreſs in which I ſhould conſider 
your fidelity as ſecure. | 

 F#Etvira. You miſtake. A woman intent upon de- 
ceiving, would not be deterred from her purpoſe, even 
by ſtorms or earthquakes. 

Pizarro. I thank you for the hint; and will write it in 

my memory. 

Elvira. You cannot write. 

Pizarro. (With a look of anger) Elvira 

Elvira. Is that my fault? 

: Pizarro. You know well, what I will not endure to 
ear. 

Elvira. Suppoſing that one of your legs had been 
broken at nurſe; would you have been aſhamed of 


| | limping ? 
28 Pizarro. Enough !—let me never hear this again. 
1 F _ 8 _ (Aide) Achilles was vulnerable only in the 


SCENE III. Dizco is brought in guarded. 


Pizarro. Behold Diego !—welcome, good friend. 

Diego. Oh me !—untortunate mother's ſon that I am 

Pizarro. Do you not recollect me? 

Diego. Could I poſſibly forget the flower of Spaniſh 
knighthood ? Eh 

Pizarro. How long may it be, fince you laſt viſited 
my kitchen ? 

Diego. So long, that I am now almoſt waſted to a 
ſkeleron. 

Pizarro. Is your maſter living? 

Diego. He is. 

Pizarro. What brought you into our camp? 

Diego. The people in your outpoſts, were roaſting a 
ſucking pig; and I was allured by the ſmell. 

Pizarro. What is the enemy's ſtrength ? 

Diego. Twelve thouſand men.” © 

Pizarro. And Alonzo is at their head ? 

Diego. Alonzo and Rolla. 


Pizarro. Who is this Rolla ? N 
| 2 | Y Diego. 
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Diego. A ſavage who ſeems in league with Satan him- 
ſelf. He flouriſhes a club with the ſame eaſe as I might a 
quarter of lamb; and is as ready with the uſe of his ſword, 
as your cook with her ſkimmer. 

Pizarro. I ſhall be glad to become acquainted with 
him. Are he and Alonzo friends ? - 

Diego. Warm friends ; for he is in love with Donna 
Cora. | 1979 | 

Elvira. Who is Donna Cora? 

Diego. My maſter's wife. 4 

Pizarro. Your maſter then is married? 


Valverde. And to a heathen !—what an abomination ! | 
Diego. But they love each other, like two old Chriſ- 


tians. 

Valverde. Has ſhe been baptized ? | 

Diego. No; for my maſter thinks, that ſhe will not be 
the leſs virtuous for remaining unbaptized. 

Valverde. The miſcreant ! 

Pizarro. Is Cora with him in the camp? | 
Diego. Both ſhe and her child, together with the 
wives of a great many others of the officers and 
ſoldiers. 
Pizarro, I rejoice to hear it. The more incum- 
brances they have among them, the eaſier will be our 
victory; and beſides, the womens” cries and ſcreams 
diſhearten the men. Are they prepared for a battle ? 

Diego. They are to have a great ſacrifice this day. 

Valverde. To the-Devil, I ſuppoſe ? 

Diego. No; to the Sun. 

Laluerde. A human ſacrifice, however? 

Diego. Only fruits and aromatic plants. 

Pizarro. It ſhall be our part to ſprinkle them with 
human blood. —Enough, Signor Diego. You, in the 
mean time, may ſerve as turn-ſpit in my kitchen. 


Diego. Moſt willingly. Look at my meagre body and 


lank legs. Putrid fiſh, ſour cherries, and maize, are the 
only food which this country has afforded me. 

| rape The fate you deſerve, is, to be tied to a tree, 
and left to ſtarve as a deſerter. 

Dizga, Oh terrible! (To Elvira) Fair, young gen- 
deman, intercede for me 

Pizarro. Be gone — Tis to thy ſtupidity, thou art in- 
debted for thy life. | 

| C Diego. 
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Diego. Then God be thanked for making me ſo 
ſtupid ! (Going) 

Onc of the Guards. Is he to be put in chains t 

Diego. Fool; put thy own tongue in chains. 

Pizarro. Give him plenty to eat and drink: then we 
ſhall be ſecure againſt his running away. 

Diego. Long live Don Pizarro !—he does not forget 
his old friends. (Exit) = 3 

Pizarro. Yes, it is reſolved; the ſacrificers ſhall be- 
come the victims. Firſt, we will hold a council of war; 
and then to battle. Elvira, leave me. | 

Elvira. Why this command ? | 

Pizarro, Becauſe I am going to hold a council of 
men. 
Elvira. As if a woman were then an intruder. Truly 
you men are ungrateful wretches you would employ the 
moſt uſeful creature beſtowed upon you by nature, merely as 
a play-thing. I will ſtay. | 

Pizarro. Stay then; but be ſilent, if you can. 
Elvira. I ſhall be occupied in thought. It is only the 
empty head that babbles ;z—refleQtion is always combined, 
with ſilence, | 


SCENE IV.—Enter Las-Casas, ALMAGRo, Gox- 
ZALO, DAVILA, and other OFFICERS. 


Las-Caſas. You have ſummoned us hither. 


| Pizarro. Sit down, venerable old man,—and you, my 


good friends. The moment is arrived in which we are to 


reap the fruits of our hazardous enterprize. "The enemy, 
lulled in ſecurity, this day offer a ſacrifice to their gods, at 
the moment of which, I am of opinion that we ſhould ſur- 
— them, put the armed to death, and make the unarmed 
aves. | | 
Almagro. My voice is for death to every Peruvian, with- 
ont exception. i | 
; Gonzalo, But, we may ſpare the women and children. 
Almagro. Better extirpate the whole race, 
Valverde. For the honour of our faith! 
Las-Caſas, Do not blaſpheme. 
Almagro. 


a 


F 
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Almagro, We have loitered a ſufficient time upon this 
coaſt, 

Las- 
for the ſake of employment. 

Almagro. We have not as yet had any remuneration for 
the heavy expences incurred by our armament. 

Pizarro. We are reduced to want; and the troops be- 
gin to murmur. . 

Gonzalo, While Alonzo, rioting in abundance, ſcoffs . 
at us. 

Pizarro. T raitorous boy | 

Las-Caſas. My heart whiſpers me, that Alonzo feels a 
painful confli in his boſom, between humanity and love 
for his native country, 

Almagro. Your heart ſeeks to defend your pupil. 

Las-Caſas. Yes, he is indeed my pupil; and I am 
proud to call him ſo! 

A'magro. Enough ?—he ſhall learn to know us. 

Pizarro. The enemy's force increaſes every day; we 
are ſtrangers to the country, ſurrounded by want; and de- 
lay relaxes courage. The only reſource againſt ſuch nu- 
merous and formidable evils, is a battle. | 

All. (Excepting Las-Cajas) A battle !—a battle! 

Las-Caſat. What a re-echoing of that dreadful word! 
And againſt whom is this attack to be directed? againſt 
a mild king, who but a few days ago offered you his hand 
in peace ;—againſt a pecple, whom you found inoffenſively 
tilling their fields, and with innocent hearts worſhipping: 
their Creator, according to their own cuſtoms. 

Valverde. Heathens who adore the Sun, and who ought 
therefore to be extirpated by the ſword. * 

Las-Caſas. Is the bloody meaſure of your barbarities 


Caſas. And you would have recourſe to murder, 


not yet full When will you be ſatiated with the ſuffer- 


ings of theſe pious children of innocence, who received you 
ſo hoſpitably ?—Thou Power Almighty, whoſe thunder 
cleaves the rocks, and whoſe Sun can diflalve even moun- 
tains of ice; lend thy force to my words, fince it is thy 
glory I ſeek to uphold! ( * himſelf again to the 
Aſſembly) Oh caſt but a retroſpective glance upon the mil- 
lions of unhappy victims already unneceſſarily facrificed ta 
your rapacity !—You were received by this people, as 
gods; you came among them, as devils !-- Willingly and 
| C 2 eagerly 
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eagerly did they give you of their gold and fruits ; while, in 
return, you violated their wives and daughters. Human 
nature revolted againſt ſuch outrages, and the oppreſſed 
began to utter complaints :—then, did 0 ſend your blood 
hounds to hunt them down; while thoſe who eſcaped from 
this infernal chace, were either yoked to the plough to cul- 
tivate their own fields for your uſe, or — in their 
gold mines, to ſupply your inſatiable avarice with the pre- 
cious ore. 


Pizarro. You exaggerate! 
Las-Caſas. 1 exaggerate !—Would to God that this 


were all] but more ſtill remains—deeds that might draw 
tears from the eyes of a tyger!— Vet, Oh! my ſor- 


rows overpower me not, permit me to ſpeak on Wagers 


were laid among you, which could cleave a man aſunder, 
or ſtrike off a head with the greateſt dexterity ;—you tore 
children from their mother's arms, and daſhed them againſt 
rocks; you roaſted the chiefs at a flow fire, —and if their 
dreadful cries diſturbed the flumbers of the dæmons by 
whom they were tormented, gags were thruſt into their 
throats to ſilence them. T hirteen Indians were hung 
upon thirteen ſeparate gibbets—Oh God! can it be men- 
tioned without blaſpheming !—in honour of Chriſt. and his 
Apoſtles !—Theſe horrors, my own eyes have witneſſed ; 
and I ſtill live! Donna Elvira, you weep ;—is your heart 
alone affected by this horrible picture? | 

Almagro. She, and yourſelf, are the only women among 


Us. a 


Pizarro, What you relate does not concern us. We 
are not reſponſible for the barbarities of a Columbus, or 
an Ovando. 

Las Caſas. Are you not about to renew them? 

Valverde. Suppoſing we were; it remains yet undecid- 
ed, whether theſe Indians be men or apes. 

Las- Caſas, Woe unto thoſe who muſt wait for a 
Bull from the Holy-Father, before ſuch a queſtion can be 
decided. 

Valverde. The new world was given us by him, © 79 
ſubdue it by aid of the divine favour.” * 


The words of the Papal Bull, See Robertſon's Hiſtory of 


America. Note by the Author, 
P 1zar Yes» 


p : 
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Pizarro. Enough of this uſeleſs war of words“ Time 
aſſes away, and opportunity flies—are you reſolved to 
ht? | 
S All »Tis our earneſt deſire. 

Las-Caſas. Oh ſend me firſt among theſe Peruvians, as 
a meſſenger of peace —let me endeavour, by gentle means, 
to inſtil our holy religion into their hearts 

Valverde. Firſt, let our heroes fight, and preparea path 
for your doctrines. | 

Las-Caſas. With blood? i 

Almagro. Which you may waſh away with pious tears! 
— Haſte, my friends let us m__ no longer! | 

Las-Caſas. O God! thou haſt anointed me as thy ſer- 
vant, not to curſe, but to bleſs yet here my blefling were 
blaſphemy !—Be ye curſed then, ye fratricides !=curſed be 
your barbarous projects; and may the innocent blood 
which you ſhed this day be upon you and your children ! 
For me, I renounce your ſociety for ever, ſince I can 
no longer endure to be a witneſs of your ſavage phrenzy. 
I will bury myſelf in ſome cave or foreſt, and hold inter- 


courſe only with thoſe lefs ferocious monſters, tygers and 


leopards ;—and when, at laſt, | ſhall ſtand in judgment, 
together with you, before him whoſe mild doctrines you 
have this day forſworn; then, tremble at the charges 
which I muſt be compelled to bring againſt you 
(Going) 

Elvira. (With inveluntary emotion) Las-Caſas, take 
me as your companion 

Las-Caſas. No, remain here; and, if it be poſſible, fave 
theſe men from the judgments which their inhumanity muſt 
call down upon them. I can go no farther my efforts 
are exhauſted; but the charms of a woman may prove more 

werful than the eloquence of an old man. Perhaps you 


may be elected as the guardian angel, of theſe unfortunate 


Peruvians. (Exit) 

Pizarro. What would you do, Elvira ? 

Elvira. I ſcarcely know, myſelf. Las-Caſas appeared 
to me at this moment, like ſomething more than human; 
and you with all the reſt, ſo far below humanity— 

Almagro. The old man raves. 

Valverde. And plans viſionary worlds. | 

Pizarro, He has no longer any powers of enjoyment 

| remaining; 
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remaining; and therefore aſſumes the character of a preach- 
er of repentance. _ | 

Elvira. Say what you pleaſe; but my heart ſecretly 
revolts againſt your proceedings. | 

Gonzala, Compaſſion is becoming to a beautiful 
woman. | 

Elvira. As humanity to a conqueror. 

Pizarro. It is well, however, that we are rid of this 


| preacher of morality. 


Almagro. We ſhall now yawn leſs, and fight more. 

Pizarro. At noon, the enemy will be engaged in this 
ſacrifice; then, Almagro, you ſhall wheel round by the 
left, through the foreſt; while you, Gonzalo, ſha!l aſcend 
the hill to the right; and I will fall upon them directly in 
front, If we ſucceed here, the gates of Quito are opened 
for our reception. a 
1 Almagro. And we hail thee, our general, king of 

eru. 

Pizarro. Excuſe me, my good friends. He who pro- 
ceeds ſlowly, proceeds the molt ſecurely. Ataliba ſhall re- 
main on his throne, the ſhadow of a ſovereign, while I will 
marry his daughter, govern under him, and thus ſecure my 


. ſucceſſion to the monarchy at his death. 


Gonzalo, An excellent plan. 
Almagro. Pizarro is alike the hero and the ſtateſman, 
Valverde. ( Aſide to Elvira, "ro ard, Now, Elvira! 
Elvira. A very excellent plan And what is to be- 
come of Elvira? | 
Pizarro. She ſhall continue to live with her friend. 
Elvira. As a ſervant in the royal palace? 
Pizarro. I ſhall give the heireſs of Peru, what is com- 


monly given to Princeſſes, my hand;—but my heart will {till 


be Elvira's. . 

Elvira. And when ſhe advances in years, you will 
make her governeſs to your children? —Such 1 ſuppoſe is 
your meaning? 

Pizarro. You are offended, Elvira. But, recollect, 
that a throne is in queſtion. 

Elvira. Offended Ino, I am only provoked, that this 
ſtupid fellow ſhould underſtand Pizarro's character better 
than myſelf. | 

Pizarro. What do you mean? 5 

Elvira, Nothing mere fancies !/—Forgive this fe- 

1 minine 
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minine loquacity; it ſhall no longer interfere with the va- 
liant deeds of theſe heroes. Away! the din of arms ſum> 
mons you hence! —haſte, haſte, ye mighty champions ! 
Pizarro, You will accompany us : 
Elvira. Certainly !—to be the firſt who ſhall pay ho- 
mage to the king's new ſon-in-law. h 


SCENE V.—Enter Gomez. 


Almagro. What has brought you hither, Gomez ? 

Gomez. I come to announce a priſoner whom we have 
taken. Beneath a palm-tree, upon yonder hill, we found 
an old Cazique, lurking, apparently, as a ſpy upon our 
camp. He could not eſcape from us; therefore ſurrender- 
ed himſelf, without making any effort at reſiſtance; ' yet 
every word that he utters, is full of reproach and con- 
tempt. 

* Bring him hither. ( Exit Gomez, who re- 
turns immediately with the Cazique) Who are you? 

Caxigue. (With perfect tranquillity, ddd of gſtenta- 
tion) Which is the chief of this band of robbers? | 

Pizarro, Ha | 

Almagro. Art thou frantic? (To Pizarro) Let us tear 
his tongue out of his mouth. | 

Cazigue. Are you ſo much afraid of hearing the 
truth ? 

Davila. (Drawing out a dagger) Suffer me to plunge 
this into his heart? | 

Cazique. (To Pizarro) Have you many ſuch heroes 
in your army! 

Pizarro. Headſtrong fool, thou ſhalt die but, firſt, 
a confeſſion of all that thou knoweſt ſhall be extorted 
from thee. ö 

Cazique. Such a confeſſion will ſoon be made. But, 
one article of my knowledge is only this moment obtain- 
ed from you. | 

Pizarro. And what is that? 

Cazigue. That I ſhall die. 

Pizarro. By abating in this ſtubbornneſs, thy life might 
perhaps be ſaved, | | 2 
v * Caxigue. | 
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ite, My remainder of life is like a withered tree, 


not worth preſerving. | 
Pizarro. Our arms might raiſe you to be one of the 


” "firſt in rank among your own people. 


-  Cazique. My countrymen are not unacquainted with 


old Crozimbo ! he never was one of the loweſt among 


them. 

Pizarro. We intend, this morning, to fall upon your 
army by ſurprize. Be you our guide through the foreſt, 
and you ſhall be loaded with treaſures. 

Cakigue. Ha! ha! ha! 

Pizarro, You laugh? 

Cazique, I am already a rich man. I have two valiant 
ſons, who will ſhed the laſt drops of their blood in the ſer- 
vice of their country; and for myſelf,—I have, in the 
courſe of my life, performed many good actions, on which 
I can reflect with ſatisfaction. | | 
Pizarro. What is the ſtrength of your army ? 
Cazigue. Number the trees in the foreſt. 

Almagro. Which is the weakeſt fide of your camp ? 

- Cazique. The juſtice of our cauſe protects it on all 
des. 

Davila. At what hour will your king offer his ſacri- 

fice to the ſun ? | 

Caxzique, Our thanks and praiſes are offered to the ſun 
at all hours. 

Pizarro, Where are your women and children con- 
cealed? 

Caxigue. In the hearts of their huſbands and fathers. 

Almagro. Do you know Alonzo ? 

Cazique. Do 1 know him: The benefactor of our 
nation | | 

| Pizarro, How has he deſerved that appellation ? 
Caxigue. By not reſembling you in any feature of his 
character. 

Almagro, Madman] ſpeak more reſpectfully! 

Cazigue. I ſpeak truth to God; ſhall I be afraid to 
ſpeak it to man? | 

FValverde. You do not know God. 


Cazique. ( Extending his arms towards heaven with 


pious confidence) Yes, I do know him 


Valverde. The religion which we bring you, is the 


only true religion. 
Car iguc. 
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Cazique. Our knowledge of God, is written in ut 
hearts, | Fan ä 1 

Valverde. Ye are Idolaters. W 

Cazique. Leave us quietly to follow our ancient faith, 
which has taught us to live happy, and die content. 7 *333 

Davila. Obdurate race | 

Cazique. Young robber, we plunder no one of his 
property. | l 

Davila. Be ſilent, or tremble. 

Cazique. I never trembled before God; and ſhall I 
tremble before man ?—before you who are leſs than man? 

Davila. (Drawing a dagger) Not another word, thou 
heathen dog; or this dagger ſhall diſpatch thee. 

Caziqgue, Diſpatch me ;—-and then you will be able to 
boaſt, that you alſo have killed a Peruvian. 

Davila. (Stabbing him) Hence, to the world below ! 

Pixarro. What have you done? 

Davila. Could you endure any longer to liſten to his 
revilings ? 

Pizarro, He ought to have died in tortures. 

Cazique. Young man, 44 have loſt a noble opportu- 
nity of learning how to ſuffer. 

Elvira. You are a troop of barbarians! (She bends 
down to the Cazique) Poor old man 

Cazigue. Do not call me poor, when I am ſo near my 
happineſs. Ha! my wife beckons me -The ſun ſmiles 
upon me God amend —and bleſs you! (Dies 
Elvira. Valverde, could a Chriſtian make a better 
end ? 1 

Valverde. He was ſtrengthened by the power of Satan. 

Pizarro. Drag the body hence And you, Davila, 
be not again ſo over-haſty. . 

Davila. Pardon me; but I could not reſtrain my in- 
dignation. 

Pizarro, Follow me, friends; and let every one haſten 
to his appointed poſt. Before the God of the Peruvians 
ſhall ſink again into the ocean, we muſt overthrow the 
walls of Quito. (Exit, followed ly Almagro, Gonzate, 
Dawila, Gomes, and gthers ) 3 


828 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU ; on, 


SCENE VI.—Manznt only ELVIRA and V ALVERDE. 


Valverde. Lovely Elvira! my hopes increaſe with Pi- 
Zarro's increaſed haughtineſs. | 
Elvira. Oh! how painfully my mind is agitated !— | 
Theſe horrible variations in ſcenes of barbarity !—this 
ſhameful avowal of avarice and ambition !— 
Valverde. Throw yourſelf into my arms 
Elvira. Wretched, indeed, were her lot, who had no 
other reſource but to throw herſelf into Valverde's 


arms | | 
Valverde. Do you not think me capable of aiming the 


ſtroke of a dagger with certainty ? 

Elvira. Not—if you were to face the man. But, tell 
me, —at what price would you value a murder? 

Valverde. At a very high price; though one not diffi- 
cult to be paid. | 

Elvira. You miſtake. Yet, an injured woman can 
ſcarcely purchaſe revenge at too dear a rate Go,—leave 
"me.— You ſhall hear from me again. 

Valverde. The dagger is whetted, the arm raiſed ;— 
one word only,—and he lies bleeding at your feet. [ Exit. 


SCENE VIL—ELvira alone. 


No!—even if my ſoul did entertain projects of murder, 
J would not ſeek it in ſuch a way, nor through the me- 
dium of ſuch an inſtrument. Enter into a compact with 
this deſpicable wretch !—hateful idea !—If Pizarro ſhould, 
indeed, thruſt me from his boſom ; ſpurn one who has ſa- 
crificed to him her honour, her virtue then Spurn 
me !—No; I will ſpurn him !—What part of his cha- 
racter was it that engaged my love ?—his ſuppoſed great- 
neſs He is become contemptible, and that love is ex- 
-tinguiſhed !—Yet, hold! Does a man always execute 
whatever he reſolves ?—Ambition builds houſes of cards, 
and love blows them down. Prove him, therefore, once 
more, Elvira; and if he ſtill appear unworthy of thee, — 
then trample him in the duſt from which he roſe; [ Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
| ACT 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 


The Peruvian Camp near a Village. On the Midale ww 
Stage is an Altar—in the Back Ground a Hill, 
which lands a Palm- Tree. CoRa refts upon a Seat f 
Turf, with her Child in her Arms; ALONZO * by, 
and loads at her with a Countenance expre great 
Delight and Afectian. Cox A obſerves, 7 bom then 
the Child, with Smiles of _ 


CokA. 


He is very like you. 
Alonzo, No, like you, 


Cra. Oh! do not deprive me of an idea I fo mock 
love to cheriſh. 

Alonzo, Has he not black hair ? 

Cra. But blue eyes. 

Alonzo. And is not his ſmile exactly like yours ? 

Cora. ( Preſſing the child to her boſom) He is equally 
like both. 

Alonzo. Since you have had the child playing upon 
yu lap, the father ſeems to have loſt a portion of * 
ove. 

Cra. Do not ſay fo. 
Alonzo. He ſteals many kiſſes from you, which are mine 


by 1 
D 2 Cora, 
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Cora, I kiſs you in him. 
Alonz), The boy will make me jealous. 
Cora. I live only in you and him. I dreamed laſt night, 
that his teeth were beginning to appear. 
Alonzo, The day when they are firſt perceived ſhall be 
celebrated as a feſtival. _ | 
Cora. And when he ſhall run from me to vou 
Alonzo. And liſp, father, mother 
Cra. Oh, Alonzo, our daily thanks ſhould be offered 
to the gods. : | 
Alonzo. To them and Rolla. 
Cora. You are happy ?—are you not? 
Alonzo, Can Cora make that a queſtion ? 
Cora. Why then are you ſo often reſtleſs at night ?— 
2 why does your boſom ſo often heave with mournful 
ighs? 
,/ Are not theſe men, againſt whom I muſt fight, 
my brethren ? 
Cora. All men are equally your brethren; and is not 
our deſtruction, the aim of theſe Spaniards ? 
Alanze. Should they prove victorious ; what a fate a- 
waits me 
Cora, We would ſeek refuge among the mountains, 
Alonzo. How could you fly with a child in your 
arms? 
Cura. Think you that a mother, anxious for her child's 
ſafety, is ever ſenſible of its weight ? 
Alonzo. And I can help you to bear the ſweet 
burthen. _ 
Cora. He will not be quiet with you. 
bud. Dear Cora, would you wiſh to make me 
eaſy! 
I wiſh it moſt truly. 0 
Alonzo. Then haſten, this very hour, to the mountains, 
to your father. There you will be ſafe; and when this 
conteſt ends, I will follow you, either to announce our 
victory, or that we may pals the remainder of our days to- 
gether, in that aſylum of nature. | 
Cra. Where we will educate our fon as an avenger of 
his country's wrongs. x 
Alenz). Ves, that ſhall be our chief buſineſs and de- 
light. | 
13 Yet, ſpare me, Alonzo, I cannot go at this 
2 | moment. 
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moment. How could I bear to be abſent from you in the 

hour of danger ?-how endure the idea, that you, per- 
haps, were wounded, and left to the care of others. 
Alonzo. Will not Rolla remain with me ? 


Cra. Only during the battle. Rolla underſtands well 


how to inflict wounds, but knows little about curing them. 
— Should you fall, he will revenge your death; but he 
would not ſnatch you from impending danger, No, 


wherever the huſband is, there ſhould the wife be 


alſo !--[ ſwore never to forſake you, even in death. 

Alonzo. Oh, mirror of conſtancy !|—Remain here then; 
and heaven grant us victory . 

Cra. Reflect, Alonzo, that on our fide the conteſt is 
maintained ſolely for our own defence; —affuredly, the gods 
will grant us their protection. 

Alonzo. If not, death will find me ſheltered in your 
arms. | 
Cora. Talk not of death. Since I have been poſſeſſed 
of thee and my Fernando; the very thought of that phan- 
tom is wholly inſupportable. x 

Alonzo, (On his knees, embracing his wife and child) 
Adored wife, born to bleſs me, and almoſt by a miracle 
mine,—how unfortunate is he who, in ſearching after hap- 
pineſs, overlooks love, 

Cora. (Returning his careſſes) Love is a filent and 
ſequeſtered being, not to be diſcovered by thoſe who de- 
light in noiſe and tumult. 

Alonzo, My Cora !—my world ! 

Cora. My Alonzo !—my all! 


SCENE II.—Fnter RoLLA, anperceived by them. He 


| pauſes a few momenis, to obſerve their careſſes. 


Rolla. The gods be thanked for ſo grateful a ſight ! 
Alonzo, Ha, Rolla you here! | 

Rolla. I was ſharing your tranſports. 

Alonzo, "Tis to you I owe them. 

Rolla. How ſweet a reflection to my heart. 


Cera. 


_— 
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Cora.” Dear Rolla, you have made me inexpreſſibly 


happy: 
alla. Cora happy through Rolla's means !—Ye mo- 
narchs of the earth, is there one among you, with whom 1 
would exchange ſituations ? | 
Alonzo. Our brother |! 
ra. More than brother—our friend! 
Rolla, Go on, go on, — exalt me above myſelf—let me 
banquet upon your happineſs. 
Gora. Should this child not prove to you as a ſon; he 
will incur his mother's curſe. | 
Rolla. In all that I have done, my ſole object was—to 
promote Cora's happineſs. —She is happy; and I am re- 
paid. At preſent, take the counſel of a friend ;—retire 
with your child farther into the foreſt, or among the 
mountains ; there you will be in greater ſafety. 
Alonzo, I have urged her to do this; but hitherto in 
vain. | | 
Cara. Can I be unſafe with Rolla and Alonzo ? 
Rolla. The enemy, it is ſuppoſed, meditate a ſur- 
ize.— : 
Gora. And ſhould ſuch an attempt be made ;—are we 
not ſuffciently guarded againſt it? ; 
>... nz The diſpoſal of victory reſts ſtill with 
od. 
Cora. We can eaſily, if neceſſary, flee together. 
Alonzo. Spare yourſeif the — you muſt experience 
amid the tumult of battle. 
Cora, I can experience anguiſh only at a diſtance from 
ou. 
£ Rolla. You cannot aſſiſt, and may injure us. 
Cyra. Injure you! how can that be:! 

Rolla. Mult I be more explicit? you know how much 
we love you. —If you remain near us, we ſhall fight with 
inexpreſſible anxiety, and be continually turning towards 
the place where you are ſtationed. One who deeply loves, 
Can never be a complete general, but at a diſtance from 
the beloved object. E 

Allende. Rolla is in the right. How could I ruſh 
boldly among the enemy; while I beheld a Spaniard 
near me, who might preſs onwards, and deprive me of 
my Cora * | 
Cera. The vanity of the woman might perhaps be 

| 3 bribed 
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bribed by theſe ſuggeſtions; but they can make no im- 
preſſion on the wife. 

Alonzo. And is the mother equally inſenſible to our 
entreaties ? . 

Rolla. Act as will beſt ſatisfy yourſelf; I have urged 
only what 1 feel to be right. 

Alonzo. All our women are concealed, yourſelf alone 
excepted. ' 

Cora, I have the firmeſt reliance upon you and the 

ods; nevertheleſs, for your ſatisfaction, I will go whither- 

— you pleaſe. 

Alonzo, Deareſt wife, accept my thanks! 

Ralla. The king is coming to the ſacrifice. 

Alonzo, Are we properly ſecured againſt a ſurprize? 

Rolla, All our out-poſts are vigilantly guarded. 

Alonzo. I have miſſed Diego. I do not believe that he 
would deſignedly betray us; but he is both a fool and a 
coward ? 

Rolla. Be under no apprehenſions; we are prepared for 
every thing. 


SCENE III. Eur ATALIBA with a long train of 
Prieſts, Courtiers, Soldiers, and Women. 


Ataliba. Welcome, Alonzo !—your hand, brave Rolla! 
(To Cora) The gods bleſs thee, happy mother 
Cra. May the gods bleſs the father of his people! 

Ataliba. To ſee his children happy, is the choiceſt hleſ- 
ſing a father can experience, My friends, how ftand the 
ſpirits of our brave troops ? | 
Mono. They ſhout in tranſport, © our king is among 
us!” | 

Rolla, He ſhares our toils and dangers. 

Alonzo, God and the king! 

Rolla. Victory, or death! 

Ataliba. I know my people—know that, were thts - 
ſhield pierced through, every ſubject would offer his breaſt 
as a ſhield. "I . 
Alonzo. When, I hope, you would chuſe mine. 
Rolla. And not neglect Rolla's. 

| Cora, 


24 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR, 


Cora. (Holding up her child) Behold, here, a champion 
growing up for your ſon! 

AHaliba. Your love is my choiceſt treaſure ; and in that I 
feel myſelf rich. But ſay, do the enemy til! remain quiet? 

Rolla, They do,—Yet their repoſe ſeems like the 
ſilence of the gathering thunder-cloud, a 

Ataliba. Be tranquil courage our ſhelter from the 
ſtorm. | 

Rolla. They fight for deſpicable gold ; we for our 
native country. 

Alonzo. An adventurer leads them to battle; we are led 
on by a ſovereign whom we love. | 

Ataliba. And a god whom we worſhip Come, my 
friends; to him let our ſacrifice be offered! 


(De Priefts range themſelves behind the altar, the King and 
the reſt of the AJembly on each ſide of it.) 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS. * 


Thou God who gav'ſt us being, ſmile 
Benignly on our pious toil ! 


THE PEOPLE, 


Oh may the children's liſping ſong, 
The youth's, which firmer flows along, 
The old-men's feebly utter'd ſtrain, 
May «ll, thy kind acceptance gain! 
And may'ſt thou twine an everalting band, 
Between our ſovereign and his native land! 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 


Ye children of the radiant ſun, kneel down 
And make, by prayers and ſongs, your homage known. 


#* Theſe Choruſſes are verified by the ſame friend to whom the 
Tranſlator was obliged for the verſification of thoſe in the © Virgin 
. of the Sun. | 


THE 
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THE PEOPLE ( Kneeling) 


Our hearts from impious thoughts, Oh God, are free ! 
And here, thoſe hearts we offer up to thee ! 


(The King approaches the altar, and ſtretus upon it, fruits 
and aromatic herbs; during which ceremony, the Prieſts 


ing with uplifted hands) | 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS, 


Oh God, on us ſend down thy rays ! 
And if accepted ſtrains we ſing, 
Be the pure offering which we bring, 
Conſum'd before us, by the ſacred blaze. 


( Fire deſcends from Heaven, and conſumes the ſacrifice. ) 


THE PEOPLE, 


Rejoice! rejoice ! hence ev'ry fear ! 
The God has deign'd our vows to hear. 
Behold the ſacrifice conſum'd !— 

Then be the murd'rous/ſword reſum'd ; 
Haſte, point th* unerring arrow high, 
For us ſhall vict'ry's banners fly. 
Rejoice ! rejoice! hence ev'ry fear 
The God has deign'd our vows to hear. 


SCENE IV.——Enter an IxDIAN almoſt breathleſs. 


Indian. The enemy 

Ataliba. Are they near? 

Rolla. Which way do they advance? 

Indian. I ſur their camp from the top of the hill, 
and ſaw the whole army in motion. 

Rolla. Enough. 


* ä Ataliba. 


26 ä é THE SPANIARDS IN PERU ; on, 


Ataliba. Let the women and children be conveyed to a 
place of ſafety. | 

Cora. Oh! Alonzo! | 

Alonzo. We ſhall ſoon meet again. 

Cora. Bleſs your ſon. 

Alonzo. God protect both you and him. 

Ataliba. Haſte ! the moments are precious. 

(The women cling round the necks of their huſbands, the chil- 
. dren 40% the knees of their Fern 

Alonzo. (To Gira) Oh, go! ere my fortitude be wholly 
overpowered ! h 

Cra. I obey. Prove yourſelf a hero; but do not ha- 
zard your life without neceſſity. 

Rolla, Will not Cora ſay one word to Rolla ? 

Cora. Take my hand, dear Rolla bring me back 
Alonzo. 

Ataliba. May the gods protect both you and us 

Cora. And grant us to meet again in ſafety! (Exit 
Cora, together with the Prigſts, the ret of the women, and 
the children) | 

Ataliba. (Drawing his ſword) Away, my friends! 

Rolla, We are ready. 

Ataliba. Y ou, Alonzo, ſhall defend the narrow paſs in 
the mountains you, Rolla, receive the enemy, to the 
right, in the foreſt; I will remain in the centre, and 
fight till J fall. | 

Rolla. Youfall not without us. 

Ataliba. You muſt live for my ſon's fake; and train 
him up to avenge his country's wrongs. 

Alonzo. Victory to our rightful father! 

Rolla. In the evening, we will return thanks to the 
ods, | | 

Ataliba. The cry is Go AND oUR NATIVE COUN- 
TRY !—( Exit Ataliba.—Reolla is about to follow him; but 
is detained by Alonz)) 

Alonzs, Yet one word, Rolla. 

Rolla. To arms—is the word! (Going 

Alonzo. One word of Cora. 

Rolla. Of Cora !—ſpeak ! 

Alonzs, What is the alternative now beſore us? 

Riulla. Victory, or death! bY, th 

Alonzo, Victory perhaps to you, death to me. Perhaps 
the reverſe—who can tel] ? 


R7lla. 
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Rolla. Or both may fall. 2 
Alonzo. If fo, my wife and child are left to God and 
the king. God will conſole, the king protect them. 

Kolla. Moſt certainly. | N 

Almzo. But, ſhould I alone fall, then, Rolla, be you 
my heir ! 

Rolla, What do you mean? Ts 

Alonzo, Take Cora as your wife, my child as your 
own. 

Rolla. It ſhall be fo. 

Alonzo, Your hand upon it. 

Rzlla. But not without Cora's free conſent. 

Alonzo. Tell her, it was my laſt wiſh. 

Rolla. I will. 

Alonso. And carry my bleſſing to her and my fon. - 

Raolla. Enough !—In the hour of battle I had rather 
_ to the drum, than to the laſt will of a huſband 

ther. | 7 

Alonzo. I know not whence proceed theſe melancholy 
forebodings, but I never felt ſo ſad at heart. ; 

Rola. Away then to the field. 

Alonxo. Yet one word more. Should this hour prove, 
indeed, my laſt, let my body be interred beneath the palm- 
tree, under whoſe ſhade we have ſo often been accuſtomed 
to ſpend our evenings. Then, relax not in that practice; 
let that ſpot be ftill your conſtant reſort; ſo will you ſit 
with Cora upon the grave of your friend; ſo ſhall my ſpirit 
be ſtill among you; while on each flower that my child 
plucks from the hallowed earth, ſhall a tear be dropped to 
the memory of your departed friend, and each zephyr that 
whiſpers among the leaves, ſhall be echoed with a reſpon» 
five ſigh. - © | 

Rolla Away, away with theſe fancies. 

Alonzo, No, let me cheriſh them !—let me indulge in 

the fond hope, that you ſtill will think of me! 

Rolla. Can you doubt that? 

Alonza, Now to battle. 

Ralla. You to the left; I to the right: we ſhall meet 

ain. 

Alonzo, In heaven, if not on earth. 

Rilla. On earth !—on earth! 

Alonzs, Heaven grant it 
| E 2 | Rella.. 
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Rolla. Let us draw our ſwords. (They bath draw 


them) 


| Alonzo, For the King and Cora! 
Rolla. For Cora and the King ! 
| l [ Exeunt on different ſides. 


SCENE V.—Manent only a blind Ord Man, and a 
: OY, 


Old Man. Are they gone? 

Boy. Yes; all diſperſed. _ 

Oli Man. Alas, my eyes !—Had I retained my fight, 
I might ſtill have graſped a ſword, and died honourably. 

Boy. Shall I lead you home.? 

Old Min. No, my child; lead me to the altar. (The 
2 _ him thither) Here let me ſtand. Are we quite 

one | 

Boy. They are all gone; father and mother too. Fa- 
ther is gone with the ſoldiers, —but I don't know what's 
become of mother. | 

Old Man. I am uneaſy about you, poor child. 

Boy. I can ſtay with you, dear grandfather. 

Old Man. But what would you do, ſhould the enemy 
. | 

Bey. I will tell them, that you are old and blind. 

Old Man. They will drag you away. 

| Boy. No, grandfather; for they will ſee plainly that 
you cannot walk without me to guide you. (A noſe i 
heard at a diſtance) 3 

Old Man. Hark! the battle is already begun! — Go, 
child, get upon your grandmother's grave, whence you 
can climb up the tree that I planted at its foot. Tt is 
already ſo tall, that, when you are at the top, you will be. 
able to ſee over the field of battle, 3 

Boy. Shall I leave you here alone? 

O14 Man. I reſt upon the altar; God will protect me. 
Go, and tell me what you hear and ſee. (The boy climbs 
up the tree) Since 1 . the uſe of arms, this is the 
firſt battle in which I have not borne a part. A few years 
ago, I could bend the bow, or throw the lance with equal 

; — 8 dexterity 
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- dexterity as the Inca himſelf; now, alas! I can only pull 


cotton with the women can only liſten to the din of 
arms, and the claſhing of ſhields ; but am unable- myſelf 
to join in the conflict. Yet, every time the ſhout of battle 
meets my ears,—every time 1 hear the ſound of martial in- 
ſtruments,—I clench my hand with involuntary ardour, 
and graſp at the fide whence I was accuſtomed to draw my 
ſword ;—but, ah! I graſp only at a phantom—no ſword 
is to be found '— Well, child, what do you ſee? 

Bey. A great deal of duſt and ſmoke ! 

Old Man. How often have I been enveloped in ſuch a 
duſt how often ſwallowed it in abundance !—With the 
ſmoke I am not ſo well acquainted ; that muſt doubtleſs 
proceed from the dreadful fire-arms of the Spaniards, which 
roar and vomit flames, like the fearful mountain of Cata- 
cunga.— What elſe do you ſee, child? 


Boy. When the ſmoke ſeparates, I can fee our people. 


Old Man. Do they puſh forwards ? 
Boy. No, they ſtand. 


Old Man. That, however, is good. Do you ſee the Yo 


ſtandard of the Inca's ? 

Bey. Yes, it is waving in the midſt of them. | 

Old Man. Thanks to the gods !—The king then is 
fill unhurt. 

. — Now I can ſee the enemy alſo;— their arms 

Itter. 
: Old Man. What elſe ?—what elſe do you ſee ? 

Boy. The enemy are not like our people. 

Old Man. How, how do they differ? 
Boy. They are a vaſt deal larger, and move as quick 
again, 

Oli Man. Pooh, pooh, child they ride upon large 

and ſpirited animals. 

Bey. Now they mix among our Peruvians. 

Old Man. And fall, I hope? 

Boy. There is ſo much ſmoke and lightning ! 

Old Man. Thou avenging God ! ſend thy lightning 
down from the clouds to their confuſion and diſmay, 

Boy. The ſtandard of the Inca's diſappears. 

O14 Man. Oh miſerable ! 

Boy. Our people give way. 

Old Man. My ſword ?—my ſword ?—I will go !—I 
will fight Oh glorious Sun! let me but once more be- 


hold thy rays! Boy. 
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Boy. And now, a thick cloud conceals them all. 

Old Man. Woe is me, that ! ſhould live to ſee the day 
when I can no longer ſerve my native country — Vet, at 
leaſt, I can aſſiſt id with my prayers! (He neels, and 
claſps the altar) Ye gods, who thus bow us down, oh ceaſe 
to withhold your favour from a people who honour you 
with perfect purity and ſincerity ! Protect your ſervant, 
our good Inca; and ſuffer not the firſt- born of the Sun to 
fall by the hands of robbers ! . 

Boy. A ſmall troop are coming this way. 

Old Man. Are they enemies: 

Bey. I can fee nothing but duft. 

Ola Man. Away, good child; haſten to the mountains! 

Boy. I ſec the points of lances glitter in the ſun. 

Old Man. Then they ace Peruvians. 

Boy. They come this way. 

Old Man. Deſcend from the tree, my child. 

Boy. All ſeem mixed together at a diſtance. 

Old Man. But our people {till fight? 

Boy. They give way ſlowly. 

O Man. Yet they do give way Oh ye cruel gods! 
My child, come down! 

Bry. (Deſcending from the tree) Shall we look for 
mother ? | 

Old Man. No, my child. Alas! I. fear we muſt look 


only to the grave! 


SCENE VI—ATALIBA enters wornded, and ſupported 
by ſome of his Soldiers. 


Ataliba. Here let me reſt !—here die, if death muſt be 
my lot! | 

A Soldier. We will remain with you. 

Maliba. Oh, no! return to the battle; your ſervices 
are wanted. beg 

Soldier. But your wound 

Ataliba. Is not dangerous. Go, revenge your fallen 
brethren: go, I command you. (Exeunt the Sollier— 


Ataliba 
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Ataliba leans againſt the altar) Ye righteous gods ! how 
have I deſerved this chaſtiſement ? | 

Old Man. I hear the voice of lamentation; but I can- 
not ſee the ſufferer. Who is it that complains thus ? 

Ataliba. A forſaken wretch, whoſe only reſource is in 
death, 

Old Man. Is the king ſtill alive? 

Ataliba. He is. 

Old Man. Then you cannot be forſaken, Ataliba 
protects eyen the loweſt among his ſubjects, 

Ataliba. And who protects him? 

Old Man. The gods. 

Ataliba. Their anger has fallen heavily upon him. 

Old Man. That cannot be. He has never oppreſſed 
the weak ; never refuſed juſtice to any one; never pam- 

red his courtiers upon the ſweat of his peaſants; never 
cloſed his hand againſt the needy; nor denied a hearing to 
juſt complaints. » 

Ataliba. ( Aſide) Oh, God! what ſenſations of tranſ- 
port doſt thou mingle with theſe bittereſt moments of my 
life Good old man, do you know the king? 

Old Man. Extremely well: —I have often ſeen him. 
It is not many years fince I fought by his fide, againſt 
Huaſcar. | 

Ataliba. How long were you in the ſervice ? 

Old Man. Fifty-four year s. 

Ataliba. And has ſuch fidelity never been rewarded ? 

O11 * Do I not enjoy repoſe in the boſom of my 
family:! | 

Aiolibe. But that is the only reward you haye re- 
ceived ? | | 

Old Man. And, is that a trifle ?—Oh ! what has not 
a king accompliſhed who has ſecured happineſs to his 
ſubjects ! 

Ataliba. He owed more to you. 

Od Man. Do not ſay fo. I hear, daily, from my grand- 
children, of the bleflings he diffuſes among his people. 1 
hear it with devout ſatisfaction, and rejoice ! 8 

Aialita. (Much affe And do all your brethren” 
think the ſame ? | 

Old Man. It is the general ſentiment, 

Ataliba. Why ſhould I fear death? Ho is it that I 
no longer feel my wound ? 
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Old Man. Are you wounded ?—Go, child, run to my 
hut, and fetch the balſam. (Exit the boy) 

Ataliba. I thank you moſt fincerely. | 

Old Man. But you ſhould not have quitted the king. 

Ataliba. One of the tendons of my right arm is cut 
through—I could not fight any longer. 

Old Man. You might have taken the ſword in your 


left hand. 


SCENE VII.— Several InDIans run over the lage, as 
if purſued by the enemy. 


The Indians. All is loſt !—fly!—fave yourſelf ! 

Ataliba. (To one of the (of ) Stop, I command you ! 
(The man obeys) Where is Alonzo ? 

Indian. I have not ſeen him. 

Ataliba. Where is Rolla ? 

Indian. In the midſt of the enemy. 

Ataliba. And you have deſerted your General ? 

Indian. (With confuſion) I have loſt my ſword. 

Ataliba. Take mine, and die worthy of a Peruvian. 

Indian. Death alone ſhall deprive me of ſuch a preſent. 
(He brandiſbes the ſcuord, and haſtens back ta the fight) 

Old Man. (Calling after him) Is the king fate? —Alas !_ 
he does not hear me ! 

Ataliba. The king is ſtill alive. 

(An Indian, ay wounded, ſiaggers in with difficulty, 
and drops at the king's feet.) - 

Indian. Here let me die ! 

Ataliba. Is all loſt ? 

Indian. All. 

HAtaliba. And is Rolla fallen? 


Indian. No, he was ſtill defending himſelf; but I ſaw 


Alonzo fall. 
Ataliba. Alonzo fall !—Oh God! 
Old Man. You do not enquire after the king. 
Ataliba. (Taking the fwerd from the wounded man) 
Give me your ſword, you can no longer uſe it. 
Indian, My king, what would you do ? 


Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Embitter the triumph of our enemies bury 
myſelf among the ruins of my kingdom. © | 
Old Man. Oh God! are you then Ataliba? 

. Ataliba, Let them come on; I am prepared. | 

( Rolla's voice is heard at a diſtance) Faint-hearted 
wretches !—ſtop !—ſtop return to the fight !—affemble 
round me !—'tis Rolla calls? | . 
Several voices together, Rolla !—our father Rolla !— 
Yes, we will rally round him ! | 

Rolla. ( At a greater diſtance) For God and the king! 
— Back, back, I fay!—back to the fight! 

Ataliba. My brave Rolla, then, is alive I till have 
hopes. | 

Old Man. Good king, I knew not that you were ſo near 
me. I am a poor, blind old man. - 

Ataliba, Venerable ſoldier, your attachment has ſooth- 
ed me in an hour of extreme wretchedneſs. 

Old Man, ( Having received the balſam from the bay) 
Suffer my trembling hand to drop ſome of this precious 
balſam into your wound, and bind it up. 

Ataliba. I thank thee, truly. | 

Old Man. Oh that I had more to offer than this and 
my prayers Go, child, climb the tree once more. {The 
boy climbs the tree) 

The wounded Indian. of Claſping Ataliba's foot, at which 
he has — to lie) Firſt- born of the Sun, — bleſs me! 
—I die !— . 

Ataliba. Your life is ſacrificed for your country! May 
our God bleſs and reward you ! 

Indian. And God—bleſs—our good king Dies) 

Ataliba. Heaven be my judge, if | have wantonly ſhed 
the blood of my ſubjects, that precious pledge entruſted 
to my care! 8 | 

Od Man. Tell me, child, what do you ſee? 

Boy. Friends and enemies all mingled together. 
. Old Man. Which give way? | 
Bey. Neither. 

Ataliba. Ve gods! if your anger requires ſome atone- 
ment; ſtrike here. but ſpare, oh — my people 
p _ I ſee ſeveral hats with great plumes of feathers 
all. 
| Old Man. They are the Spaniards, Strike, ſtrike, ye 
brave fellows | —ſtrike — 9 


3 Boy. 
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Boy. ſee Rolla. Las | 
. Mtaliba. He ſtands firmly? | 

Bey. His ſword flaſhes like lightning=it ſeems every 
where, 

Old Man. He is the darling of the gods, 

Ataliba. Of gods and men. | 

Boy. They give way! 

_ Old Man. Which? 

Bey. The enemy. | 

Old Man, Now it will do!—no relaxing !—there lies 
one—there another !—puſh over the bodies—no compal- 
ſion — ſee how they fall !—right !—right !—drive on 

Ataliba. What youthful ardour, A ſuch a weight 
of years ? R | 

Bey. They fly! | 

Old Man. (Leaving the altar, and groping about) Ha! 
they fly !—purſue them !—extirpate the whole race !— 
Where am I?—Boy !—where am I ?— | 

Boy. (With a great ſhout) They fly !—they fly 

Ataliba. (Falling on his knees before the altar) Oh God! 
my confidence is repaid |! f | 
Bj (Coming down from the tree) I ſaw plainly, that 
they were flying, and the ſtandard of the Incas was waving 
again. (He leads his grandfather back ts the altar) 

Ola Man. Firſt born of the Sun! ſuffer me to kiſs thy 
hand —a tear forces itſelf into my eyeS—it is a tear of 
+ "aan born of the Sun ! ſuffer me to weep upon thy 

nd! 

Ataliba. ( Riſing and giving him his hand) Let us offer 
our thanks to the gods. 

Old Man. Tears of joy are the moſt grateful offering 
we can preſent. | 
(The Indian to whom Ataliba gave his ſword, ruſhes upon 

| the flage almoſt breathleſs. : 

Indian. Victory is ours! 

Ataliba. Meſſenger of Heaven! 

Indian. ( Laying the fword at the king's feet) Inca! re- 
ceive back your ſword ; I have not diſgraced it ! 

Ataliba. Keep it, as a remembrance of this day. 

Indian. Take back your ſword, good king, and ſuffer 
me to forget this day. I had deſerted my poſt ;—I could 
not talk of it; could not ſhew the {word to my grand- 


children. * 
| taliba. 
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Ataliba. Is not the weapon dyed with the blood of our 
enemies ?—all former ſtains, then, are waſhed away. Now, 
give me the particulars of your victory. _ 

Indian. Rolla's valour alone changed the fortune of 
the day, and ſnatched the laurels from the heads of our con- 
querors. He was animated with more than mortal courage. 
When all was in diforder, and the enemy had maintain 
ed the purſuit till their ſwords were weary with ſlaughter ; 
Rolla threw himſelf into the midſt of the affrighted multi- 
tude, with eyes darting forth lightning. He menaced, he 
intreated, he 2 ;—one moment his voice was like 
the rolling of the awful thunder, the next like the ſoothing 
ſtrain of the dying ſwan,—one moment he turned his 
ſword againſt thoſe who fled, the next againſt his own 
breaſt, At length he ſucceeded in ſtopping the fugitives, 
aſſembled a ſmall but determined party around him, ſeized 
the ſtandard of the Incas, and once more puthed forwards. 
The Spaniards, conſidering themſelves as ſecure of the 
victory, had already begun to plunder the ſlain ; and had 
thus broken their cloſe ranks, Rolla's arm, aided by the 
gods, ſoon decided the conteſt, and in a few moments 
every thing aſſumed a new aſpect: the enemy fell with= 
out reſiſtance, or fled uttering the moſt dreadful ſhrieks 3 
while we remained maſters of the field of battle. Stop! 
cried Rolla. Victory! exclaimed the army with loud 
_— of tranſport ; while I haſtened hither with the joyful 
tidings. | 
Ataliba. Where is this hero ?—the Saviour of his 
country ! | a 

Indian. He is on his way hither. 


Ataliba. Now do I feel, indeed, that even kings are 
poer ! 


SCENE VIII.—Rorta Enters bearing the flandard. e 
the Incas, which is ornamented with the figure of the 
Sun. — He is accompanied by a large train of the Foot 
and the * ATALIBA goes towards him, ROLLA 
then kneels and lays the ſtandard at the king's feet. 


Rolla. Hail, conqueror ! 
Ataliba. ( Raiſing him up, and embracing him) Riſe, 
my friend my protector | 
F 2 The 


36 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU; OR, 


The People. Long live Rolla!!! 8 

Ataliba. (Taking from his own neck a golden thain to 
which à diamond ſun is ſuſpended, and hanging it raund 
Rolla's) In the name of my people, whoſe ſaviour you 
have this day proved, I preſent you with this teſtimony of 
our gratitude. The tears which have fallen upon it will 
| beſt . the feelings of your king. 
Kolla. I was only the inſtrument of the gods. | 
Dl Man. Alas, how hapleſs is the lot of the poor 

blind old man, that he can only liſten to the hero. 
 Ataliba. Let us now haſten to the women who anx- 
ouſly wait for tidings of us. 
_ Rolla. Where is Alonzo? 
Ataliba. (Mournfully) With the gods. 

Rolla. Oh, miſerable that I am 

An Indian. He fell in battle, 
Another. He was taken priſoner. 

The Firft. 1 myſelf ſaw him fall. 

The Second. I ſaw him dragged away. 
. Rolla. Poor Cora! 

Ataliba. Oh dearly purchaſed victory! 
_ Firſt Indian. He fell; but he may ſtill be alive. 
22 Indian. 1 heard him at a diſtance calling for 
Rolle. And Rolla did not hear his brother's voice ! 

Ataliba. The gods required a ſacrifice !—your friend is 
loſt.— your native country ſaved !—the ſhouts of the 

ple will ſtile the ſounds of our lamentations. But 

come, let us haſten to the women '—Alas ! how many of 
them have within a few ſhort moments become widows !— 
how many children have become orphans !—To dry the 
tears of his ſubjects is one of the moſt ſacred duties of a 
ſovereign. E a f 

Rolla. And muſt I ſee Cora, without Alonzo ! . 
. | ( Exeunt omnes.) 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I.— An open Space in a Foreſt, Several Wamen 


and Children are diſpoſed in differeyt Groupes. Cora 
fits under a Tree; her Child lying by her, upon a Bed 


of Mis. 
Cora, 


STILL doſt thou ſleep, lovely infant? Wilt thou not 
yet uncloſe thoſe blue eyes, that, in contemplating them, 
thy anxious mother may fancy ſhe beholds thy fa- 
ther's !/—Ah, where are now thy father's blue eyes? 
_— they ſtill ſhine ?—or are they, alas! darkened for 
ever 8, f 

One of the Nomen. (Speaking to another, who flands 

upon a hill, at a little diſtance) Xuliqua ! do you fee 

nothing ? ; 

Auligua. ¶ Anſwering from the hill) A few moments 
ſince, I ſaw a thick cloud of duſt ; but it is now diſ- 
perſed. | | | 

Another Woman. The battle muſt be ſoon decided. 

A Third. As I ſtood upon the hill, I heard a violent 
claſhing of arms. 8 | 
A Fourth. A hollow clangour ftruck my ears. 

The Firſt, That proceeded from the ſhields of our 
le. 
"The Third. We muſt all have heard the great guns 
of the Spaniards, | | 

The Second. The gods protect our huſbands ! 
— . 2 


Ora. 
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Cora: (Aſide, raiſing her hands towards heaven) God 
protect my Alonzo ! 

The firſt Woman. Xuliqua ! do you ſee nothing? 

Xuliqua. (Still ſpeaking from the hill) The ſun blinds 
me. | 
Firft Woman, Our Father looks down upon us with 
ſmiles, —the children of the Sun will conquer. 

Cora. (To ber child) Ah my poor boy !—a gnat has 
ſtung him. (She breaks off a little bough from the tree, 
with which ſhe fans him) Oh, Alonzo! your wife tor- 
ments herſelf here about the ſting of a gnat ; while per- 
haps an arrow may have pierced you to the heart ! 

Firſt Woman. Xuliqua! do you ſee nothing? | 

Auligua. I ſee a man running,—and at a ſtill greater 
diſtance, I fee another. They ſeem both to be haſtening 
hither, . | 

The Nomen. Ye good gods !—they bring tidings of 
our.huſbands ! tidings of our huſbands ! 

Auligua. (Deſcending from the hill) The firſt had diſ- 
appeared from my ſight among the trees—he will be here 
immediately. | | 

Cora. My heart will ſpring through my boſom: 

One of the Momen. Here he is !—Well, what news? 
do you bring us joy or ſorrow ? ¶ Speating to a Peruvian, 
who enters panting for breath) ; 

Peruvian. We are defeated ! ſave yourſelves! (The 
Women fhrick, Cora ſinks down by ber child) Save your- 
felves !—all is loſt ! The king is wounded !—perhaps al- 
ready dead! vo BEA | 

The Women. (All together) Oh, day of miſery ! 

Cora. (In a faint voice) And Alonzo? | 

Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. | 

The Nomen. Whither ſhall we run? 

Peruvian. Farther into the' foreſt. 

The Nomen. Haſten, ſiſters !—colle& every thing to- 
gether! away! away |! 

Cora, I cannot go! (The Women are about to depart 
as another Peruvian enters | 
: Second "Peruvian, Whither ſo faſt? there is Mill 

ope. | ; | | 
The Nomen. Hope |—how ?—what ? 
Second Peruvian, Rolla has rallizd a party of the fugi- 
tives 


—— — 
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tives, — he raves, and ruſhes upon the enemy like a 


wounded lion. | 
The Women, Rolla !—the favourite of the gods ! 
Cora, And Alonzo? . 
Second Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. 
The Wimen. ls the king really wounded ? 
Second Peruvian, He was borne wounded from the field 
of battle. | 
The Wimen. Why was he not brought hither, to us? 
Second Peruvian. I ſaw him ſtagger, and faw his facred 
blood flow from the wound. 
A Waman. (Falling on her knees). Pray, ſiſters ! pray 
for our good king's hfe ! 
All. (Kneeling) Ye gods, protect the firſt- born of the 


Sun! | 


Cora. ( Faintly, as ſhe falls upon her knees) Thou 


only God! reſtore me my Alonzo !-—My child, claſp 


thy little hands together—Pray for thy father -and thy 
country! | ; | A 
A Third Peruvian. (Eagerly as he enters) Rejoice ! 


rejoice le are victorious ! 


The Namen. (Springing up) Oh, welcome! welcome! 
thou meſſenger of joy] They all ſurround him, and almoſt 


fiifle him with their cargfes ) 


Third Peruvian. - Pray, releaſe me ! I cannot tell 
you more * a 
The Nomen. Is the king alive? 9 

Third Peruvian. Yes, yes, he is! . 

The Women. Speak |!—tgll us all! 

Third Peruvian. It was Rolla gained the victory. 

The Momen. —— upon the head of Rolla ! 

Cora. And Alonzo *t 

Third Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. 

The Nomen. Let us depart !—let us haſten to our 
huſbands and brothers ! 

Third Peruvian, Stay, they will be here imme- 
diately. | 

The Women. They come! they eome ! 

Third Peruvian. They followed cloſe after me. 

One of the Momen. Siſters, let us gather boughs and 
twine them into wreaths, to crown the conquerors. 

All. Wreaths! wreaths to crown the conquerors |— 
(They gether boighs, and begin to twin e them together) 
Cora 
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' Cora. Not one of them has ſeen him —0, my child! 
have you till a father living! (A march is heard at 4 
diftance) | 

One of the Women. Ha! they come! Stand aſide, my 
ſiſters; tet us make way for the heroes—let us view them 
as they march along in triumph; and let us raiſe our | 
children in our arms, that they may unite their little voices , 
with ours to hail them victors. (As the muſic approaches 
nearer, the tucmen join in a ſhout of tranſport) Hail to the , 
children of the Sun !—Bleflings on Rolla, the conqueror ! 
Bleflings on Ataliba our father and our king, whom 


Rolla's arm hath ſaved ! 


SCENE II.— Enter the KING and Rol LA, follnued by. 
a long train of Soldiers. The Women mix among them, 
with joyful acclamations, and place the wreaths on the 
heads of ATALIBA and ROLLA, 


* 


Ataliba. I thank you, my children. 

Several of the Momen. Youre wounded, good king ? 
Where is the wound? We have a healing balſam preſſed 
from herbs, of wondrous virtue. | 

Ataliba. I thank you; but the wound is flight, and 
I have found the victory a moſt ſovereign balſam, | 

Gora. (With ber child in her arms, has been ſearching for 

| Mlonzo among the Soldiers, and at length comes up to Rol. LA. 
who ſtands wrapt in mournful muſing)- Where is Alonzo ? 
—{ Rel/a turns away in ſilence; Cora falls at the king*s fret) 
Give os back my huſband !—give back a father to this 
child! 

Ataliba. ( Endeavouring to conceal his uneaſineſs) Has 
not Alonzo yet returned? | 
Cora. You expect his return, then ? | 
Ataliba. (Raiſing her up) With the utmoſt anxiety, 

Cora. He is not dead: | 

Ataliba. The gods, I truſt, will hear my prayers ! 

Cora. He is not dead ? 

Ataliba. He lives in my heart. | 

Cora. Oh, king !—you torture me l-away with theſe 
equivocal expreſſions !=cruſh me with a ſingle blow at 

f | once !-— 
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once! Tell me that I am a widow I- chat this child is 
an orphan !- | 

Nalilla. Why, deareſt Cora, would you, by ſuch 
gloomy anticipation, diminiſh the little hope that remains 
to us ? 

Cora, Little ! —yet ſtill hope - What am I to under- 
ſtand from this ?—Speak, Rolla!— you are a friend to 
truth. 

Rilla. Alonzo is miſting. 

Cora. Miſling !—You do not deal plainly with me 
you evade the queſtion Oh keep not your lightning 
thus playing round me at a diſtance; let it deſcend directly 
upon my head !-—fay at once, that he is dead | 

Rolla. Would you wiſh me to utter a fal hood? 

Cora. The gods be praiſed, if it be indeed, a falſhood! 
Hut is there not one among you endued with ſuificient 
compaſſion to relieve me from this inexpreflible torment! 
Lift up thy little hands, poor child; perhaps thy infant 
cries may prove more eloquent than thy mother's agonies ! 

Ralla. Alonzo is taken priſoner. x 

Cora. Priſoner ! and by the Spaniards! —Oh, God! 
then his death is certain! 

Ataliba. Let us hope better. I will immediately ſend a 
herald to Pizarro, with the offer of a large ſum of money 


for his ranſom. \S 


Cora. His ranſom! — Where are my jewels? (She 
fetches a caſket from behind a tre-) Give thel: to the herald, 
Ataliba. Will not Cora allow me the ſatisfaction of 
1 life of my friend? 
Cora. Is a ranſom wanted for my huſband, and can I 
_ _ retaining any thing for myſelf, except the cloaths 
wear | 
Several of the Women. ( After ſome whiſpering among 
themſeives, Lr each a ol Chl they — to rs, 
Here, Cora, accept theſe ornaments which we have been 
anxious to preſerve.— Accept them, we ii treat they are 
given with ſincere good-will. Fs 
Cora. (Embracing them) Oh, my friends | _ 
Ataliba. ( Raiſing his eyes toward: heaven) God, I 
thank thee, for making me ruler over ſuch a people ! 
Cora. Thanks ſhall be the firſt ſound this child is 
taught to utter. Take theſe jewels, Ataliba, take them, 
and diſpatch the herald. 


Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Without delay. (He gives the collected orna- 
ments to his train) | 
. Cora. I will accompany the herald myſelf; and thoſe 
whom the ſight of gold cannot allure, may be moved by 
my tears, 

Ataliba. No, Cora, this muſt not be permitted; you 
would only expoſe both yourſelf and Alonzo to more im- 
minent danger. Wait for the herald's return. 

Cora. Teach me how to endure life till that hour! 
Ataliba. Do not forget the mother in the wife. Would 
you intruſt your infant to ſtrange hands, or take him with 
you,. to become a prey to the barbarous Spaniards ? Think, 
alſo, what would be the fate of your charms among ſuch 
monſters ? —Believe me, that, by taking ſo raſh a ſtep, 
you would hazard your own life, your honour, and the life 
of yo: child; while, inſtead of faving Alonzo, the fight 
of you would only be the means of rivetting his chains 
more firmly. In a word, Cora, you are a mother—that 
muſt not be forgotten; you i remain here. 

Cora. ( Licking anxicufly at her child) It ſhall not be 
forgotten | | 

Ataliba. I go to offer to the gods, my thanks for our 
victory, and my prayers for Alonzo's ſafety. 

. Cora. You gol Firſt, give me your royal word, that 
Alonzo ſhall return this evening. | 

Ataliba. Can I do that? 

Cora. Can you net do it Then ſtill his death is poſ- 
ſible — Oh! why ſo quiet, poor orphan ? — ery, cry, aloud! 
Require your father of this man !—for this man he died 

Ataliba. You rend my heart !—Will it be a lighter 
affliction to me, than to yourſelf, if Alonzo ſhould not 
return? Shall not I then ſuſtain an irreparable loſs? The 
wife may again find an affectionate huſband ; but where 
ſhall the king find ſuch another friend? (Excunt Ataliba, 
and his train, with the women and children) 


SCENE HI.—Menent Cor A and Ro LA. 


Cora, Miſerable conſolation - Poor child, what will 
become of thee | ; 
3 Rolla. 
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Rolla. Do not abandon yourſelf to deſpair, Cora; truſt 
in the gods. | 
Cora. They have forſaken me. 


| Rella, They created friendſhip as à balm for every | 


wound. 

Cora. It cannot heal mine. 

Rolla, I hey planted the flowers of hope in the ſoil of 
affliction. ä ; : 

Gra. To me they are all withered. 

Rolla. Your deſpair diſturbs your ſenſes ; your anguiſh 
makes you ungrateful. What the gods miraculouſly gave 
you, by a miracle may be reſtored. 

; Gre And if not—if Alonzo— ah, I cannot ſpeak 
It : 

Rolla, Can your child be fatherleſs, while Rolla lives? 

ra Can Rolla alſo ſupply the place of his mother? 
—or does he ſupp» ſc, that I can ſurvive the luſs of Alonzo? 

Ro la. Yes, for the fake of your child. 

Cora Shall my child draw blood from this tortured 
breaſt ? —Shall he bathe only in his mother's tears 

Rolla. The lenient hand of time - the king's friendſhip 
my love 

—— Away with ſuch friendſhip, ſuch love Would 
you give a handful of graſs to the countryman whole ger- 
minating ſeeds have been deſtroyed by hail, and hope thus 
to repair his loſs ? 

Rilla. Refuſe not to hearken to Alonzo's friend—at 
leaſt, even if reſolved not to liſten to your own. 

Cora. Alonzo's friend! — Tell me, who was not his 
friend ? 

Rolla. His laſt words before the battle— 

Cora. His laſt words —Oh, ſpeak ! what were they? 

Roda. He charged me with two important commiſſions 
to carry his bleſſing to his fon, —and a with to you. 

Cra. A wiſh his laſt with |—laſtantly let me hear 
it! | 
Rolla. If | fall, ſaid he, and preſſed my hand, while his 
whole frame trembled, then be Cora thy wife 

Cora. Thy wife! 

Rella. I gave him my word; and we parted. 

Cra. Ha!—a horrible light breaks in upon me !-Qh, 


Alonzo! thou haſt fallen a ſacrifice to an unſuſpecting 
85 G 2 heart 
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heart !—Hadit thou been filent, inſtead of making theſe 
wretched charms a fatal inheritance | 

Rolla, Oh, God! what a hateful ſuſpicion has ſeized 
your mind . | | 
Ora. It is too clear'—Yes; you placed him in a ſi- 
tuation where it was impoſſible to avoid death '— his 
valour made him an eaſy dupe to your artifice—he flew— 
he ruſhed among the ſwords of the enemy—you looked on, 
at a diſtance, and ſmiled! 

Rolla. In the utmoſt aſtoniſhment) Cora | 

Cra. Or was it only that you ſav him in danger, 


when it was in your power to fave him ; but the recol- 


lection of his legacy croſled your mind—y.u turned away 

your eyes, and he fell ? | 

; Rolla. Oh, glorious Sun! why have I lived to ſee this 
ay? 

Cora. Nay, tell me !—Perhaps you were yourſelf his 
murderer ; for who could charge you with the guilt ? and 
what would ſignify to you, the poor widow's lamentations ? 
Is not the hand you offer her, ſtained with her huſband's 
blood? —Oh, were you merely a witneſs of his death! 

Ralla. This is too much! | 

Cura. And was not the laſt wiſh of your own framing ? 


Ah! who knows whether it ever paſſed Alonzo's lips? 


—* Tis eaſy to make the dead thus kind, thus courteous-- 
Rolla, Cora, take my ſword, and diſpatch me at once ! 
Cra. No; live for the ſake of love !—a love, the 


bloſſoms of which ſhoot from the grave of your departed 


friend? —But hear me, firſt, —liſten to my ſolemn oath, as 
fo did to Alonzo's laſt with !—Sooner ſhall my fon im- 
ibe poĩſon from this breaſt, than call thee father ! ſooner 


will I ſcek refuge among the wild beaſts of the foreſt, than 


call thee huſband ! 

Kolla. Ihen call me, your friend—your protector. 

Cora. Away I know no other protector but God! 
—] will baſten inſtantly to the field of battle, with this 
child in my arms, examine every mangled corpſe which I - 
find on that fatal ſpot, to ſee. if 1 cannot diſcern on the 
countenance, though disfigured by death, that ſweet ſmile 
which uſed to animate my huſband's features—l will call 
on the name of Alonzo, with fearful ſhrieks, till my veins 
burſt in my boſom ; that if one ſpark of life yet remain but 
half extinguiſhed, he may hear my voice, uncloſe his ”"_ 
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and bleſs me with a laſt look. But if I do not find him 
then, my ſon, we will throw ourſelves into the enemy's 
arms the Spaniards are alſo men, and thy infant-ſmiles 
will open me a path through a thouſand ſwords. Who 
will thruſt back a wife that ſeeks her huſband ? who ſpurn 
an innocent child that cries for his father? Come, ſweet 
boy, we ſhall be ſafe any where !--a mother with a child 


at her breaſt, carries a paſſport, ſigned by the hand of na- 


ture herſelf, which will ſecure her a hoſpitable reception in 
every part of the world. Come, let us ſeck thy father 
{ She ruſhes aut.) el, 


SCENE IV,——RorLra alone, 


(He fands for ſome time motionleſs, with his eyes gloomily 
fixed upon the earth, till at lenoth overpravered by his 


feelings, he exclaims in a tone of anguiſh) ] his to me 


(Ae ſinks again into deep muſing, his eyes roll wildly, and of 
laſt he ſays with manly reſ lution) I will compel hep to 
grant me her higheſt eſteem ! ( Exit.) 


SCENE V.—P1zARRo's tent in the Spaniſh camp. P1- 
ZARRO alone, walking backwards and forwards in glue 
agitation. | N 


Fortune. thou jilt, thy delight is to play the wantor-with 


boys man's arm is too rough for thee !—He who has 


only down upon his chin, whole cheeks are ſtill unfurrow. 


ed, is flattered and careſſed by thee; while from him, upon 
whoſe manly brow prudence fits enthroned, thou turneſt 


aſide with diſdain, nor will condeſcend to beſtow upon him 


one favourable glance. I hou meretricieus monſter; roll 
on thy wheel! drive it exulting'y over my mangled corpſe! 

t firſt grant me a momentary interval of thy ſmiles, that 
ere I fall, | may hurl a dreadful vengeance upon Alonzo's 
head !—Alonzo cruſhed, I can meet my own fate without 
3 murmur, v2] 


SCENE 


— 2 
— - 


abr et Mg 


— as . —— —— — — —— — — * 

2 — * * * 2 - N — — al 
n eee d ⁵² A Ws oo 
— 1 . - _— — > — par, A... + 

— 8 as oY N 


- — . 9 
RN 


+ 3 — 
— 4 = -» N 
— _ — 8 — 
— yy — — — — Om 
2 —— 1 — OE ——4—ͤ — — 1 2 . 0 
„ 


- 


46 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU ; OR, 


SCENE VI.—Emnter ELvita. 


Pizarro, Who comes there? W ho has dared to grant 
you admittance? Where is my guard ? 

Elvira. Your guard has done all that could be expect- 
ed from even the moſt vigilant. # ho is there? 
«K'7is J. Elvira.” - G back''——-< For what reaſon” — 
« Pizarro chuſes to be alone, and has given the ſtricteſt pro- 
bibition — Then, a gentle glance from me glided from his 
briſſly hair above, to his briſtly beard below—the halberd 
was lowered—and—here I am. 

Pizarro. What do you want? | 

Elvira. To ſee how a hero bears misfortune. 
Pizarro. Did you not, this day, ſee me in the midſt of 
my ſcattered troops, when with my own hands I thruſt the 
daſtards back into the fight? — Did you not ſee me, after- 
wards at the head of my defeated army,—when, amid 
thouſands who appeared wholly abaſhed and diſmayed— 
my#firmneſs alone was unſubdued ?—you knew, then, that 
I can defy misfortune. | 

Elvira. I ſaw you, it is true, in both thoſe ſituations; 
but to know a hero thoroughly, he muſt a'ſo be ſcen, in 
private, in his tent. Many a one will diſplay great mag- 
nanimity before thouſands, who cannot preſerve like for- 
titude when alone. Many a one, amid the filence and ſo- 
litude of night, will tremble at a phantom of his own crea- 
tion, who in the face of an army would encounter death 
with undaunted reſolution. | 

Pizarro. Well, then, you now ſee me here. Are my 
features clouded with unmanly forrow ?—or do you hear 
me uttering idle lamentations ? 

Elvira. Lamentations I from Pizarro !—Lamenta- 
tions are only for prieſts and women. Put you gnaſh 

r teeth, and even that is- beneath you. 
Pizarro. Would you have me give a ball, and ſolicit 
your hand to open it, becauſe the ſword of the enemy is 
glutted with the braveſt blood in our army. 

Elvira. No, I would have you cold and ſilent as the 


night, when the ſtorm has ſpent its fury—cold and filent 


A the grave on the eve of the reſurrection. Then when 
| a 
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a brighter morning dawns, the hero will emerge again 
from obſcurity with renovated powers, and ſhine forth 
with added — irradiated by a new ſun. b 
Pizarro. Oh! why were not all my men, on this day, 
women like Elvira ! 
Elvira. Then had my hand even now crowned you 
king of Quito, Yet, reflect, that we are ſtill reſting upon 


the ſame ſhore—the crown whoſe luſtre dazzles your eyes, 


and which this morning ſeemed within your graſp, ſtill re- 
mains in view; arm yourſelf then with new courage, ſpring 
baſtily forwards, and ſeize it ere it vaniſh._ 

Pizarro. Oh, Elvira! my hopes are faint, as long as 
this Alonzo, this ſcourge of my life, leads on the enemy. 
Elvira. Ah! I had forgotten to inform you, 
Alonzo is your priſoner. 

Pizarro, How? 

Elvira. Even now he has been dragged in triumph 
through the camp, by ſome of our ſoldiers. 

Pizarro. (Emblracing her) Elvira what glorious ti- 
dings do you communicate !—Alonzo my priſoner I Oh! 
then, I am conqueror Il have defeated the enemy 

Elvira. My cucioſity is extremely excited by theſe 
tranſports. —T here muſt ſurely be ſomething extraordinary 


in a man of whom Pizarro ſtands ſo much in awe 1 am 


impatient to ſee him. 

Pizarro, Where is he? — Guards]! ( Enter one of the 
guards) Let the Spaniard who is taken priſoner, be imme- 
diately brought hither | (Exit the guard) 

Elvira, What will you do with him ? 

Pizarro. He ſhall die -die in torments, protracted to 
the utmoſt extent that nature can endure.” | 


Elvira. Shame om thee !—think what will then be fad. 


by poſterity ?—that Pizarro could not conquer, till Alonzo 
was murdered. | | 

Pizarro. Let it be ſaid !—T care not! 

Elvira. What a ſentiment to proceed from your 
mouth. Still, Pizarro, let me conjure you to act nobly, 
if not for his ſake, at leaſt for your own. | 

Pizarro. And what would you call acting nobly ? - 

Elvira. Give Alonzo a ſword, and challenge him- to 
ſingle combat. . Fa 

Pizarro, He has abjured his native country, perhaps 


alſg 
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alſo hs God ;—and ſhall a traitor be honoured with a hero's 

death | * 
Elvira. Follow your own pleaſure ;—only mark me 

If he be murdered, you have loſt Elvira for ever. 
Pizarro. What can excite this deep intereſt for a 

ſtranger ?—What is he to you? 

Elvira. He is nothing to me, but your fame, every 

thing. Do you ſuppoſe it is you I love ? — no, it is your 

e. | | 
Pizarro, Fame is not the object to which I aſpire ! 
My heart ſeeks only revenge ;—1 have ſworn that it 


| ſhall be ſatisfied; and I am a Spaniard, 


SCENE VIL—ALonzo is brought in chained. ELvira 
obſerves him for ſome moments with à mixture of curiaſity 
and admiration. | 


Pizarro. Welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina !-—-we 
have not met for a long time. 
Alonzo. And, even now, meet again too ſoon. 
Pizarro, You are grown fat, ſince I ſaw you laſt. 
Alonzo, Yet I have not fed upon blood and rapine. 

. Pizarro. I am informed, too, that you are married! 
perhaps you may be already a father ? . 
Alonzo. Would you be mortified to hear that it is no 

longer poſſible to murder the child in his mother's womb ? 

Fee (His eyes flaſhing with rage) Preſumptuous 

! 
? Elvirs, You are rightly anſwered; why did you in- 
ſult him? 1 
Pizarro. Who has appointed you his advocate? 
Elvira. To inſult the unfortunate—is contemptible. 
Pizarro. Hence! or dread my anger! | 
Elvira. 1 will not leave you. | 
Pizarro, Will you compel me to eraploy force? 
Elvira. (Drawing out a dagger) Force! 
Aonzo. Noble youth, who are you ?—lI am a/ſtranger 
to your perſon. | "IgE" | 
Elvira. If I really deſerve to be called noble, of what 
importance is my name: Alonzs. 
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Alonzo. Spare yourſelf, any endeavour to defend me is | 


ſeeking to rob a tyger of his prey. 
Pizarro. Which tyger is called juſtice. 


Alonzo. What a ſacfed name is profaned by thy lips! 

Pizarro. Thou art a traitor to thy native country. 

Alonzo, Was I born among robbers ? 

Pixarro. Thou art an apoſtate from thy God and thy 
religion. | | 

Alonzo, Tis falſe. 

Pizarro, Thy wife is a heathen. 


Alonzo. Yet her heart is judged by the ſame God who 


Judge: your's and mine. 
izarro, And who pays all according to their deſerts, 

Alonzo. In another world. 

Pizarro. Thy moments are numbered; defend thyſelf if 
it be poſſible 

Alonzo. Where are my judges ? 

Pizarro. Doſt thou alk that ? 

Alonzo, Are you then deſpot here? | 

n Would you appeal to the whole Council of 
War! 

Alonzo. If Las-Caſas be among you; if not that trouble 
may as well be ſpared. | 

| | 2ſt How raſhneſs always ſeeks to ſhelter itſelf 
under the follies of others! ba 

Alonzo. Folly |—ls Las-Caſas a fool? —Then, let me 
be ſpared any inſtruction in your wiſdom ; and the Al- 


mighty grant that I may live and die according to the fol- 


lies of Las-Caſas ! 

Pizarro. The accompliſhment of your wiſhes may per- 
haps be nearer than you imagine, 

Alinzo, Do you expect to terrify me? 

Pizarro. And ſuppoſing Las-Cafas were ſitting here 
in my place ; what would you urge to him ? 

Alonzo. 1 would take him by the hand, lead him through 
the fields of Quito, ſhew him their verdant and flouriſhing 
appearance, point out where the plough-ſhare has render- 
ed fertile a barren ſoil, and where a luxuriant crop pro- 
miſes a rich recompence to our toils ; then tell him, — this 
7s my work / I would ſhew him how content ſmiles upon 
every Cheek, while mild and gentle inſtitutes ſuperſede 
barbarous laws, and tell him, th:s is my work Shew him, 
how, already, many a hand, many an eye, is raiſed in pure 
H devotion 
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devotion to the only true God; and tell him, this is my 
work Oh! then, would Las-Cafas claſp me in his 
arms; while tears of pleaſing ſadneſs would drop bleſſings 
upon my head !—"Tis by s like theſe, that man be- 
comes enabled to ſmile defiance upon death. 

Pizarro. You remain what you have always been,— 
an enthuſiaſt. | | 


Alonzo. Could I renounce ſuch enthuſiaſm, I ſhould in- | 


deed deſerve to be called—Pizarro's friend. 
Pizarro, Well, ſmile defiance upon death ; for know 
that they who ſit in council here, are not women, but men. 

Alonzo, I know the manlineſs of which you boaſt, . and 
am reſigned to my fate. | 

Pizarro. It is well; for your remaining hours of life 
are few. Prepare for death. 

Alonzo. I am prepared. | 

Pizarro, Has enthuſiaſm entirely ſupplanted in your 
boſom, all ſolicitude for your wife and child. 5 

Alonzo, There is a God, on whom rely for their pro- 
tection. | N 

Pizarro. I congratulate you upon this haughty reſo- 
lution.ä— Go then, addreſs yourſelf to God; for the firſt 
ray of to- morrow's ſun, is the harbinger of your death. 

Alonzo. Thy vengeance requires haſte, for which I 
thank thee. (Going) | 

Elvira. Stay, Alonzo |—T tell thee, Pizarro, this young 
man fhall not die. Ts 

* Pizarro, Are you beſide yourſelf? 

Elvira. I do not feek to make your conduct an illuſ- 
trious example of generoſity to a fallen enemy. I require 
merely the performance of what is due to your own ho- 
nour. Set him at liberty; give him a ſword; and chal- 
lenge him to ſingle combat. Act otherwiſe, and you be- 
come the object of my ſettled ſcorn. i 

Pizarro. Set him at liberty, that he may again dye his 

hands in the blood of his brethren. —+ | 

 - Monzo. I never could conſider robbers as my brethren. 

Pizarro, Do you hear him ?—hence, Alonzo !—you 
know your ſentence. | 

Alonzo. I know, and deſpiſe it——For you, ſweet youth, 
(To Elvira) accept my thanks; but in this camp you do 
not ſeem in your proper ſphere;—go among the * as 

| | I ey 
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they are called; you will find in them, companions more 
congenial to your heart. (Exit) | 


SCENE VIIL—Przazno and ENU. 


Pi-arre, Now, revile me, Madam, if you pleaſe, and 
pour oil upon the flame of my revenge. This proud calm- 
neſs ſpeaks the pupil of Las-Caſas. 

Elvira. I admire Alonzo. 

Pizarro, Within a few hours that tone will. be chang- 
ed; and you may then ſay with a tender ſigh, I did admire 
Alonzo. | TIF 

Elvira. You, really, are reſolved upon his death ? 

Pizarro. *Tis as certain as that the ſun ſhall riſe. 

Elvira, And the manner ?— . 

Pixarro. Remains to be conſidered. I muſt calculate 
how much torture can be compreſſed into the ſhort ſpace 
of an hour. 

Elvira. I could name a ſpecies of torture, which in- 
flicts the ſevereſt anguiſh upon the ſufferer ; while at the 
ſame time it gives exquiſite delight to him by whom it is 
inflicted. | 

Pizarro, Name it. - | 

Elvira. Tis to call forth upon the cheeks of the 
villain, the bluſh of ſhame at the conſciouſneſs of villainy 
detected. 

Pizarro. What am I to underſtand by this ? 

Elvira. Pardon him 

Pizarro. That again ? 

Elvira. And a thouſand times over. Pizarro, I de- 
ſerve your warmeſt gratitude for thus ſeeking to avert from 
you, the cyrſes of poſterity. Hiſtory will hereafter record 
that you landed in a foreign hemiſphere with only a hand- 
ful of troops, and defeated the ſovereign of a powerful 
kingdom ;—then will the reader obſerve, ** this man was 
BRAVE !”—If it be farther related, that you pardoned a 
haughty enemy in chains; then will he exclaim with ad- 
miration hi man was GREAT!“ 

Pizarro, And will my mouldering bones, then, rattle 
with tranſport in my coffin ? | 

| H 2 Elvira. 
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Elvira. Poſthumous fame may be deemed a bubble; 
and the hero who runs after it, a child ; yet this toy often 
transforms the man into the demi-god. 

Pizarro. Who can deſerve reproach, for only fatiat- 
ing a juſt revenge! 

Elvira. Juſt revenge !—To plunge a dagger into 
the heart of an enemy in chains, is a deed which 
ſinks the perpetrator even below the common level of 


mankind. 


Pizarro. (With a ſmile of contempt) Did not Her- 
cules ſlay the giant Antæus, and was not Marſyas flayed 
by Apollo? ; 

Elvira. Does Alonzo play the flute better than you? 
would you therefore flay. him ? | 

Pizarro. Enough, Elvira, your eloquence is thrown 
away. | | 
Ebvira. You are right, —it cannot be expected that 
wheat ſhould thrive on a moor. But, let us now take 
another view of the matter. Fame, whether acquired 
during our life, or only granted by poſterity, is perhaps 
—— y worth a reaſonable man's attention tis a vapour, 
a flame, which can neither ſatisfy hunger, nor warm us 
when we are cold. But, what may prove infinitely for 
your own advantage, does _— deſerve ſome conſidera- 
tion. How fay you then, if by a little magnanimity, which 
will coſt you nothing, an important object may be ob- 
tained ? 

Pizarro. Speak more plainly ! | 

Elvira. Alonzo. muſt, and will, continue to ſhew him- 
ſelf the diſciple of Las-Caſas ; but, whether through an 
heroic death, by which we cannot be gainers, or by a fo.ly 
which will prove highly advantageous to us,—reſts entirely 
with you. 

Pizarro. How ſo? 155 

Elvira, An enthuſiaſt muſt be caught by phantoms of 
his own creation. ' hat ideal being to which mankind has 
given the name of exalted virtue, is his idol. Go, then, 
ſay to him; Alonzo, you have — — me; but I pardon 
you freely; you are perfectly at liberty, What follows? 
the boy ſinks upon your boſom, and out of pure gratitude 
and admiration of your generoſity, will betray the throne of 
Quito into your hands. 

Pizarro. Do you believe ſo ?—I doubt it much. 

| Elvira. 
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Elvira. Is it, that you think the means pro oſ d, in- 
adequate to the end in view ? then others may be deviſed. 


Where does love reign fo abſolute as in the heart of 


the enthuſiaſt ? —over whom has he equal power, either 
to lead him into good, or to draw him aſide into evil? I am 
young; I have charms; I am not deſtitute of underſtand- 
ing; and know well how to mould the humours of man to 
my own purpoſes. You muſt be ſenſible, Pizarro, that 
while thouſands obey you as a hero, you obey me as 2 
woman. 

Pizarro. I obey you ?— 

E'vira. Say not a word—the time is precious. I will 
go to Alonzo as a you I have acquired an intereſt in 
his heart; and when I ſtand before him as a woman, when 
he preſſes my hand within his, when my eyes are fixed 


upon him in tender entreaty, when the language of virtue 


flows from my lips ; think you, he can refuſe any thing I 
propoſe. 

Pizarro. Your vanity is amuſing. 

Elvira. Thank me for the hint, ere I repent of having 
given it. | | 

Pizarro, I leave you to immediate, perhaps to perpe- 
tual, repentance; for my reſolution is fixed. | 

Elvira. That Alonzo ſhall die? 

Pizarro, That he ſhall die. 

Elvira. Though, at the ſame moment, you loſe Elvira 
for ever ? 5 

Pizarro. Though I loſe her for ever. 

Elvira. And ſhe ſhould ſeek refuge with a nobler 
enemy, there to labour with Alonzo for the promotion of 
their happineſs. | 
. Pizarro. Againſt ſuch a ſtep, I can oppoſe chains and 

onds. ; 

Elvira. Chains and bonds to a woman Ito one who, 
without having imbibed the mild precepts of Las-Caſas, 
_ learned to deſpiſe death. | 


izarro, Yes, they may be employed even againſt - 


vou. 
Elvira. Pizarro, you no longer love me. 
- Pizarro. If you hope to transform a General into a 
whining Shepherd ; you will find yourſelf miſtaken. 
Elvira. Ungratetul man Have you forgotten, that 


you alone were the cauſe of my quitting my parents and 


native 


ö = 4 WA = I p 4 
— — — — re em, 
= —— — — — — — 
= « - 9 — — — 
* — 2 = _ = — 
= + 


54 THE SPANIARDS IN PERU ; OR, 


native country ? that for your ſake I reſolved to dan- 
ger, and either bury myſelf in your arms, or in the 
of the ocean? | 
Pizarre, Have I not amply repaid this mighty attach- 
ment ? Are not you the ſharer of my power, my joys ? 
Elvira. Recollect, that I equally ſhare your perils.— 
On this dreadful day, amid the throng of battle, who re- 
mained firmly and conſtantly at your fide ?—who preſented 
as a ſhield to you, a breaſt unaccuſtomed to the ſteely ar- 
mour by which yours is. defended ? 
Pizarro. Deareſt E'vira, while in valour you are a man, 
in love you are a perfect woman. My whole heart, and 
half my booty, are by right therefore yours. 


Elvira. Half your booty ;—then I claim Alonzo as my 


priſoner, 

Pizarro. Excuſe me, I reſerve to myſelf the manner 
of its diviſion, 

Elvira. Can you refuſe, when I intreat, when I moiſten 
your cheek with my tears ? | 

Pizarro. Yes, I can refuſe even then.— (After a pauſe) 
Elvira, what am I to infer from all this ?—Are you capti- 
vated by the boy's ſmooth face ? 

Elvira. No, I love you ſtill; but | wiſh to fee you 
worthy of my love. In battle, chance may ſnatch the 
victory out of your hands; but in a conteſt with yourſelf, 
it is always in your own power to be vitor;—and 
theſe are the moſt glorious of all triumphs :—'tis then that 
you truly appear a heroz-—and none but a hero can retain 
Elvira's love. . 

Pizarro. You intreat in vain.— And take heed, Elvira, 
left this anxiety for the fate of a ſtranger, ſhould excite 
ſuſpicions in my breaſt, — You know the Spaniſh character: 
—you know me. 

Elvira. Yes, I do know you !—l know you to be 
jealous of female fayour, jealous alſo of your fame. You 
will not, by blaſting the latter, render yourſelf unworthy of 
the former, and tear aſunder the only bond which unites 
Elvira's heart to yours. | | 

Pizarro. Every word you utter, confirms Alonzo's 
ſentence. . | 

Elvira. I hen, our eternal ſeparation is ſealed Go and 


whet your ſword for the neck of a priſoner, whoſe chains 


you cannot conſider as a ſufficient ſecurity for your own 
| Oe oY precious 
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precious life. Gladly would Elvira wipe away the blood - 
and duſt from the forehead of her hero after a battle; but 7 
never will ſhe defile her hands with the duſt of flight, or 
the blood of aſſaſſination. The arm which has been raiſed 
againſt a defenceleſs enemy, never ſhall be thrown round a 
woman whoſe ſoul is animated by generous feelings — The 
lips which could unite mockery with a ſentence of death, 
never ſhall preſs mine I know well that revenge may 
be ſweet and grateful to the heart,—but no longer than 
while the enemy is armed in defiance againſt us ;—if he 
fall, vengeance falls with him. Him who feels otherwiſe, I | 
pity—him who acts otherwiſe, I deſpiſe. 1 
Pizarro. ( After a pauſe, laoting at her with a contemp- | f 
tuous ſmile) You are a woman! (Exit) me! 


- 
Y 


| | SCENE IX.—ELvita alone. 


A woman !—know you that,—and do you not tremble ? 
Know „that as I love, fo I can hate, - and do you 
not tremble ? - Ves, man of blood, whom neither the ſtriſe 
of contending elements, nor the rage of a powerful enemy, 
can terrify, you ſhall find yourſelf vulnerable to a woman 
who ſolemnly ſwears your deſtruftion. _ Alonzo ſhall live, 
and I will love bim, not becauſe youth and beauty ſmile 
upon his blooming cheeks, but becauſe the idol which I 
worſhipped in Pizarro, inſtead of pure ore, has proved a com- 
poſition of baſe metal—becauſe the Temple, which appeared 
marble at a diſtance, has proved, on nearer inſpection, 
merely varniſhed plaiſter. —Oh, Pizarro! Pizarro! I could = 
even have pardoned the injury, if for the ſake of a throne | 
. you had proved faithleſs to your promiſed love ! but you 'Y 
ave ated with meanneſs, and Elvira's heart is alienated 
for ever! — ( Ext.) | | | 
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ACT. IV. 


Tent in the Spaniſh Camp. The Time is paſt Midnight. 


SCENE I.—Aronzo aloe. 


Des: death !—Such was the maxim among the 
Greeks and Romans, heathens endowed with exalted wiſdom. 
Shame, then, on thee, Chriſtian, that thou canſt tremble 
before him, ſince what they could only dare to conjecture, 
to thee is certainty,——that there is a better world Vet 
thou doſt tremble !—Is it that the keen ſenſibilities of 
youth revolt with greater emotion againſt an untimely 
death, than the blunted feelings of age? — Vet, what is to 
be eſteemed an untimely death? — Shall Alonzo calculate 
his life only according to the portion of years he has num- 
bered ?—Does he not poſſeſs Cora ?—Cora !—ah, *tis this 
—this which forms the roſy bond that chains me irreſiſti- 
bly to life —Wife and child! beloved names !—While 
the ſmile of innocence ſtrives to illumine my features, the 
tears of love will irreſiſtibly burſt forth at the recollection 
of ties ſo dear !—Oh, Caſſius, thou wert not a huſband !. 
Seneca, thou wert not a father The voice of nature 
cries LIVE, and my heart loudly echoes back the ſound 
Can this wiſh be a reproach to the man, and the hero? 
Yet, Sovereign Diſpoſer of my fate ! even if it Fe eſteemed 
beneath heroic firmneſs, ſtill I muſt wiſh to live! 


* 


SCENE II.— Enter 2 SoLDitR, with two battles of wine, 


Maier. Here, Don Alonzo de Molina, be of good 
cheer , and drink. : l 
| Alonzo, 
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Alonzo, Who ſent thee hither ? 
Soldier. 1 keep guard before your tent. 
Alonzo, I thank your compaſſion for this refreſhment. 
Soldier. No thanks to me. It is true, that I am heartily 
grieved for your ſituation ; but it does not lie within my 
power to aſſiſt you, —for I am very poor. 
Alonzo. From whom, then, did you receive this wine? 
Soldier. From ſomebody who can give much ſweeter 
things than wine—(whiſþering) from Donna Elvira. 
2 And who is Donna Elvira. 
Soldier. Have you never heard of her? — She is our 
General's friend. 
Alonzo. His friend ? 
Soldier. Yes, yes, his friend you underſtand me, 
Alonzo, And this Elvira, you fay ?— 
Soldier. Sent you this wine. 
Alonzo, Does ſhe know me ? 
Soldier. Scarcely, I believe. 
Alonzo. Go, and return her my thanks. 
Soldier, Very well. 
Alonzo. And take the wine with you, 
Soldier. How ?—won't you drink ? 
Alonzo. I have not drunk wine for ſeveral years. 
Soldier. But a man in your ſituation wants ſupport, 
and theſe bottles would inſpire you with a noble reſolution, 
Alonzo, My good friend, I pity the wretch who can- 
not meet death courageouſly, without ſuch inſpiration. 
Soldier. But it confuſes the ſenſes, and deadens pain. 
nz. Leave me, I pray you. Death is not a phan- 
tom from which I would ſeek to conceal myſelf by hiding 
my face under my pillow. Drink the wine yourſelf ;— 
the night is very cold, you will find it reviving. _ 
Soldier. Certainly, I have no objection to that,—if you 
with it. To do you juſtice it muſt be owned, that you 
are a brave knight ; only *tis a ſhame that you are become 
a heathen. If it were not ſinful, I could find in my heart 
to weep for you. [ Exit 


SCENE III.—ALoxzo ale. 


Poor man, he. knows not what he ſays Thy bounties, 


oh God! are not confined to one country, one religion! 
Thou 
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Thou haſt created the vine for the Spaniard, and the plan- 
tain for the Peruvian !—Thy ftreams moiſten alike 
the meadows at the foot of the Pyrenees, and thoſe 
bounded by the Cordilleras !—On our altars thou haſt 
erected the croſs as the ſymbol of thy favour ; but thou 


ſmileſt equally upon the imaged ſun on the breaſt of the 


Incas ! 


SCENE IV.—Enter ELVIxA. 4s ſhe enters, ſhe calls to 
| ALONZO. | 


Elvira, Don Alonzo! 

Alonzo, Who are you? Come in. 

Elvira. ( e e him) Do you not know me? 

Alonzo, Yes, amiable youth, I remember you well. 
You are the bold perſon who ventured to expoſtulate with 
Pizarro, when he pronounced ſentence of death upon me. 
Your form is indelibly engraven on my heart. 

Elvira. Live, Alonzo ! for; know that I love you. 

Alonzo, It is truly generous, but not leſs dangerous to- 


ſhew favour to one thus cruſhed by misfortune. At our 


former meeting, you withheld from me your name: but, 
oh, noble young eagle, ſurrounded by vultures, fain would 
I know to whom I am ſo deeply indebted ! | 

Elvira, Can you not gueſs ? 

Alonzo. How ſhould that be poſſible ? 

Elvira, Where has humanity erected her nobleſt tem- 
ple, but in the breaſt of woman ?—Who can venture to 
defy tyrants with equal boldneſs, as woman? 

Alonzr. Aſtoniſhment ls it a woman that I behold ? 
Perhaps Donna Elvira? 

Elvira, The name, at leaſt, ſeems not wholly unknown 
to you ?—Yes, I am Elvira. 

Alonzo, Such a viſit lat fuch an hour !— 

Elvira. One who haſtens to ſuccour the oppreſſed, is 
regardleſs of the hour. | 

Alonzo. It is the laſt of my life. 

Elvira. | tell you it is not. 

Alonzo, Pizarro has ſworn my death, 

Elvira. And I thy life. 

| | Alonzs. 


U 
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Alonzo. Accept my thanks—but I know how to die. 

Elvira. For ever death and dying Are you one of 
thoſe extraordinary beings who can fit calmly down upon 
the brink of the grave, and ſurvey with complacency the 
gulf below ? | 

Alonzo, What we cannot avoid, muſt be endured. 

Elvira. Do you die willingly ? 

Alonzo, It were equally to deceive you and myſelf, 
ſhould I anſwer, that I do. 

Elvira, Away, then !—inſtantly ! 

Alonzo, This can be ſaid only in ſport. 

Elvira. Then have I ſelected a very extraordinary 
time for ſporting with a man. 

Alonzo, Theſe chains my guards — 

Elvira. To looſen chains, and blind the eyes of 
guards, is mere paſtime to love. | 

Alonzo, To love! 1203 ä 

Elvira, If you find that name diſpleaſing, call it by 
any other leſs offenſive. I, for my own part, have never 
taken the trouble of ſeeking to expreſs my feelings accord= 
ing to ſcholaſtic rule. I ſaw you ſtand in chains before 
Pizarro; I heard you ſpeak like an ancient Roman; and 
at that moment the chaing glided from your hands to my 
heart. I felt it eſſential to my repoſe to ſave you: my 
ſoul is not formed to endure a tedious interval between 
the reſolution and the action l felt—and I Have acted. 

Alonzo, You come to fave me:? 

Elvira. I come to ſave you, and to conjure you to fave 
me !—to ſnatch me from this whirlpool where every ſtrug- 
gle after, fame is ſwallowed up in a torrent of blood! to 
lead me out of the path where avarice tramples every bud- 
ding ſprig of laurel beneath its feet I am not a woman 
caſt in a common mould ;—my love is not of that tam: 
and ſequeſtered kind which can be content to fit quietly 
down at the ſpinning-wheel, ſurrounded by my children, 
and tell them pretty infant ſtories ;-my heart thirſts for 
fame; and my lips muſt overflow with the noble actions 
performed by the beloved of my foul, Look, my children, 
at this marble pillar ; ft was erected to commemorate the 
illuſtrious deeds of your father. Hear ye thoſe ſhouts of 
acclamation, they are uttered in honour of your father— 
ſtretch out your little hands to thoſe who were, but are no 
longer, our foes ; your father has ſubdued them not leſs by 

3 magnaninuty 
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magnanimity than valour. Oh happy, thrice happy, the 
woman who can thus addreſs theſe objects of her atteCtion ! 
Of a love like this our ſex may juſtly be proud; and 
ſuch is mine ;—it is no common weakneſs. If on theſe 
terms, Alonzo, I am ſo fortunate as to pleaſe you, be it 
your part to make me forget the miſery of being born a 
woman—henceforth we are united, and I fave you. 

Alonzo. If I do not miſtake your meaning, lovely wo- 
man, you aſk what is beyond my power to grant.—l am 
married. | | 

Elvira. To a heathen. 

Alonzo. Still ſhe is my wife, and in every climate love 
renders ſacred the bonds of wedlock. 

Elvira. Does ſhe return your affection with equal 
tenderneſs ? | | 

Alonzo. Not merely with equal tenderneſs. Donna 
Elvira knows her ſex, immeaſurable alike in their love and 
hatred. 2 

Elvira. Yet you would make this affectionate wife a 
mournful widow. 

3 Both her fate and mine are in the hand of 

Jod. 

Elvira. The common reſource of thoſe who have not 
| ſpirit enough to act for themſelves. Have you children? 

Alonzo. One pledge of the pureſt love. 

Elvira. Whom you would make an orphan. 

Alonzo, Oh, my Fernando! 

Elvira, Does it become the hero to lament, when he 
ought to act with vigour ?—Hear me If, indeed, you 
are every thing to the heart of your wife ;—if ſhe cannot 
purchaſe your ſafety at too dear a rate ; ſhe will joyfully 
wave her claims upon you, and reſign her huſband as a 
recompenſe to his preſerver. | 

Al:nzo. That ſhe would do moſt willingly. 

Elvira. Well, then !— 

Alonzz, Never!—A haſty death will ſoon break my 
chains; and to avoid it, you would have me inflict on a 
tender wife, ſorrows which only a lingering death could 
terminate. With ſuppreſſed anguiſh would the beho'd me 
in your arms, while I ſhould only fob upon your boſom, 
Lovers can ſaerifice any thing to their attachment, but that 
attachment itfelf.—We are every thing to cach othex.—1 
came into this country, to plunder it of its wealth ; I have 

1 found 


THE DEATH OP ROLLA, 61 


found here the choiceſt of all earthly treaſures, an affec- 
tionate wife; and ſhall I caſt her from me, to purchaſe a 
wretched exiſtence, which, without her, would be of no 
value, Oh, Cora! in your arms I have learnt what con- 
ſtitutes our only real happineſs; and never will I quit them 
but to reſt in the grave Leave me then Signora, —leave 
me lf on ſuch terms only, you can fave my life; I am 
grateful for your intentions, —but farewel ! 
Elvira. I honour theſe ſentiments. Vet, ſuffer me to 
cheriſh the proud opinion, that had your heart been free, [ 
had deſerved your love. Oh! I could almoſt envy your 
happy wife but away with the ignoble feeling !—haſten, 
Elvira, to ſtifle it by a diſintereſted action Come, then, 
Alonzo, take this dagger, and follow me; I will conduct you 
to the tent where Pizarro ſleeps, and you ſhall plunge it into 
his haughty and unfeeling heart. Terror will then ate its 
wings over the whole camp; while amid the confuſion raiſed 
by the firſt cry of murder, when the troops ſhall run hither 
and thither in wild aſtoniſhment ; we will eſcape to your 
friends, There will J witneſs the tears of tranſport ſhed 
by your wife,—there will I hear the infant liſping of your 
child, and forget all my proud dreams. Come, follow me. 

Alinzo. To murder a ſizeping man? 

Elvira. Your bittereſt enemy. | 

Alonzo, I would not murder even the. common enemy 
of all mankind, in his fleep. | 

Elvira. I deteſt this Pizarro, becauſe he has been a 
traitor tome; and [ deſpiſe him, becauſe he is mean enough 
to trample under foot a fallen enemy. Generoſity is due 
only to the generous !—deal by the villain as he would 
deal by others free the earth from a monſter who has 
been vomitcd forth from the Old World, to ſpread ruin 
and devaſtation in the New. Thy ſecond country will re- 
ward the deed with triumphant acclamations : and ho- 
nourable repoſe in the boſom of thy family will be the lot 
of thy future life. Haſte then, reſolve! 

Alonzo, I have reſolved. 

Elvira. To follow me. 

Alonzo, No you muſt ſeek ſome other inftrument to 
accompliſh your vengeance. There was a time when 
Pizarro loved me, when together we dared every honour- 
able danger in the field of battle, - When I ſhared every 

cal that came to his table. An hundred times have I 

| ſlept 
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Nept in peace by his fide! and ſhall I murder him in his 
ſleep ! | | | 
2 ** Hath he not torn aſunder every bond between 

1 | 
—_ The bond of his kindneſs to me can never be 
deſtroyed. 

Elvira. Well, I will leave you a while. Solitude may 
awaken reaſon from her ſlumbers; and the terror of death 
reſtore you to your ſenſes. Know that a large ranſom has 
been offered for your freedom, which Pizarro has refuſed ; 
and you have no other means of ſafety remaining, but what 
1 propoſe. | 

Alonzo, Then I muſt die! 

Elvira. Look toward the eaſt—the ruddy ſtreaks of 
morning begin to appear, they announce the near approach 
of your fate. The moments fly but a few more are thine z 
and the opportunity once loſt, never can return. I leave 
you to reflection. In a quarter of an hour I ſhall return 
to hear your final reſolution. —( Exit) 


SCENE V.—Aronzo alone. 


Spare yourſelf ſo fruitleſs an enquiry, it will be made in 
vain t—Neath may be a bitter medicine; but a convenient 
crime is a luſcious poiſon !—Heaven guard and protect my 
wife and child !—Heaven, and Rolla !--May they ſeek 
refuge in the mountains where dwell innocence and peace ! 
and may 17 poor infant never know from what hapleſs 
blood he ſprings. — Thou great Jehovah !—or Sun I- for 
the worſhip is alike acceptable to thee, by whatever name 
thou art addreſſed, - grant health and purity of mind to 
thoſe I leave behind me !—all elſe is idle vanity !—Lo ! 
there, the morning dawns over the hills; only one hour 
more is mine; I will endeavour to deprive the fear of death 
of its cuſtomary tribute, -I will lay me down to reſt. — 
(He lies dewn) Do thou, my unſullied conſcience, call 
fleep to the aſſiſtance of thy friend !—my ſtrength is ex- 
hauſted ; wearineſs preſſes down my eye-lids - Come, 
gentle ſlumbers; prepare me for an acquaintance with your 
more powerful brother! (He falls alleep) 
SCENE 
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SCENE VI.—A So DIER on guard walks backwards and 
forwards before the entrance of ALONZ0's tent. 


there ! 

Rolla. ( Behind the ſcenes) A prieſt, 

Soldier. What do you want here, Reverend Father ? 

Rolla. ( Entering denied in the habit of a . 
Friend, I pray you, inform me where I can find the Spa- 
nith priſoner, Alonzo ? 

Soldier. He is in this tent. 

Rolla. Allow me to ſpeak with bim! 

Soldier. I dare not. 

Rolla. He is my friend. 

Sellier. Not if he were your brother. 

R:lla. What is expected to be his fate? 

Soldier. He dies at ſun-riſe. 

Rolla. Ah!—then I come at the proper moment. 

Soldier. Jo witneſs his death. 

Rolla. I muſt ſpeak with him. 

Soldier. Back—back— 

Rolla. Is he alone? 

Soldier, Yes. 

Rolla. I intreat you to let me ſee him! 

Soldier. You alk in vain; our orders are very ſtricłk. 

Rolla. (Drawing out the diamond Sun which he had re- 
ce vel from the king) Look on theſe precious jewels. 

Soldier. And what of them? 


Rolla. They are yours; only let me ſpeak with the 


priſoner, 

Soldier. Do you ſuppoſe me capable of being corrupted? 
know that I am an old Caſtilian. 

Rolla. Take them, and perform a good action. 

Collier. Back—back—lI know my duty. 

Rolla. Are you married ? 

Sol liter. Yes. 

Rola. Have you any children? 

Seldier. Four boys. 

Kolia. Where did you leave them? 

Seldier. (In a feftened voice) At home, in my native 
country. Rolla, 


Soldier, Who's there!—anſwer quickly '—Who's 
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Rolla, Do you love your wife and children? 
Soldier. (Much affected) My God!—Do I love them ? 
alla. Suppoſe you were to die in this foreign land? 

Soldier. hen I ſhould charge my comrades to carry 
them my laſt bleſſing. . 

Rolla. And if, when your comrades arrive at home, 
any one ſhould be ſo inhuman as to refuſe them admittance 
to your wife and children? 

Soldier. How I- What do you mean? 

R-lla. Alonzo has a wife and child. That afflicted 
wife ſent me hither to receive his laſt bleſſing for herſelf 


and her infant. 


Soldier, Enter then. | 

Rialla. ( Advancing towards Alnzo)) Oh ſacred nature, 
thou art ſtill true to thyſelf !—Alonzo! where art thou! 
Ha!] there he lies aſleep! (Shakes him) Alonzo! 

Alonzo. (Starting up) Are you come for me ſo ſoon? 


—1 am ready. 

Rolla, Rouſe thyſelf. 

Alonzo. Ha! — What voice was that? 

Rolla. Tis Rolla's voice. 

Alonzo, Rolla !—am I indeed awake how came you 
hither ? 

Rolla. The preſent is not a time to waſte in aſkin 
and anſwering queſtions. (He takes off the Monk's 25 
For this diſguiſe, by means of which I have ſucceſsfully 
practiſed deception, I am indebted to the corpſe of a friar 
who fell to-day in battle. Take it, and begone. 

Honxo. And you ?— 

Ralla. I will remain here in your place. 

Alonzo, Never. 

Rolla. No words, I intreat; but comply with my re- 

ueſt. 

Honzo. And leave you to die for me rather twice 
endure the pangs of death myſelf! . | 

Roll. 1 ſhall not die. It is Alonzo's life which Pi- 
zarro ſeeks, not Rolla's. The utmoſt that I have to fear, 
is a ſhort impriſonment, from which your arm ſhall ſet me 
free. ; 

Alonzo. How litt'e do you know of Pizarro's gloomy 
foul? When he ſhall find by what means he has been de- 

rived of his prey; in the rage of diſappointment, he will 


wſtantly ſacrifice you to his revenge. 
| ? Rolla. 
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Rolla, No, no, a large ranſom 

Alonzo, His thirſt of vengeance even exceeds his ava- 
rice, 

Rolla. And what if it ſhould prove ſo ?—T am alone in 
the world,—a ſingle ſolitary being, on whoſe life no other 
hangs—a ſhrub ſtanding alone in the midſt of a ſandy de- 
ſert. Let it be cut down! who will feel its loſs ? then 
only can it be made uſeful, when it becomes the means of 
warming one worthy heart. You, on the contrary, are a 
huſband and a father,—the happineſs or miſery of a charm- 
ing wife, and helpleſs infant, hang upon your life; — take the 

garment, therefore, —and away 

Alonzo. Would you make me the cowardly murderer of 
my friend ?—would you ſave my life—only to embitter it 
with never-ceafing torments ? 

Rolla, Never beſtow a thought on me, but in Cora's 
arms. One tear, mingled with the cup of joy, is all that I 
require. I have lived in the world to little purpoſe, do not 
deny me the conſoling reflection, that at leaſt I ſhall not have 
did in vain. | 

Alonzo. Can a friend torture me thus? - My laſt hours 
were ſufficiently painful without this. 

Rolla. I cannot even bring you a farewel from a be- 
loved wife; for ſhe is inſenſible to every thing. She only 
recovers from one ſwoon, to fall into another. | 

Alonzo. Oh, my Cora! 

Rolla. Her life is in danger, unleſs ſhe ſee you 
ſpeedily, | 

Alonzo, Her life ! 

Rolla. If you die, ſhe dies ; and your poor child is left 
an orphan, a 

Alonzo, Rolla will be his father. | 

Rolla. Do you ſuppoſe, that Rolla can ſurvive the loſs 
of Cora ? | 

Alonzo, Grant me ſtrength, Oh God, to ſupport this 
conflict ! 

Rolls. And what do you expect to gain b r obdu- 
racy ? —If you will not aloe ; — L. . I am 
determined to remain, nor ſhall any power force me from 
you.—You ſhall be gratified with the pleaſing ſpectacle of 
beholding Rolla fall by your fide ; then will Cora be- left 


utterly forlorn. 
| K Alonzo. 
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Alonzs, Oh, Rolla! my feelings are nearly over- 
powered, | 

Rolla, A moment's pauſe, and all is loſt !—eſcape, 
and all may yet be well. No fears need be entertained of 
ſentence being immediately paſſed upon me. I will amuſe 
Pizarro with hopes that I ſhall make important diſcoveries. 
I will endeavour to protract the time, while you repair to 
our camp, collect a body of choſen young men, and at 
night, burſt like a torrent upon our enemies, and lead back 
your friend in triumph. Haſten, Alonzo, the day breaks, 
—do not delay; but fly to Cora's arms, fave her life, and 
then return to ſave mine. | 

Alonzo, Rolla, whither would you drive me? 

Rolla. © Do I. require any thing diſhonourable ? (H 
throws the friar's garment over Alonzo) Conceal your face ; 
hold your chains faſt, that their clanking may not betray 
you ; and ſpeak in a murmur between your teeth. There, 
go, and God be with you !—mention me kindly to Cora, 
and tell her that ſhe did me injuſtice. 6 

Alonzo, (Embracing him) My friend, I have no 
words !— 7 

Rolla, Do 1 not · behold the guſhing tears which ſtream 
down your cheeks ?—Go, I am fully repaid. 

Alonzo. In a few hours I return, either to ſhare your 
death, or accompliſh your deliverance. (Exit) 


— 


SCENE VII.—RoLLa alone, locking after him. 


He is gone !—Now for the firſt time in my life have 1 
been guilty of deception ;—the God of truth pardon me!— 
He flatters himſelf with the hope of ſeeing me again ſpeedi- 
ly—Yes, in another world perhaps—in a world where Cora 
will love me !—OQh, ſelfiſh Rolla !—1s not all this done to 
ſerve thyſelf, that when Cora ſhall aſcend to our common 
Father, her firſt queſtion may be, where is Rolla ?—But, 
who comes here? 


** 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII —Enter ELvVIRA. 


Elvira, Well, Alonzo, have you come to a better re- 
ſolution ? (She perceives Rolla) Ha! how is this? who 
art thou? where is Alonzo ? ; 
p Rolla. Which queſtion would you wiſh anſwered 

rſt ? | | | 

Elvira. Where is Alonzo ? 

Rolla, Gone. 


Elvira. Inſolent man !—T will call the guards. 
Rolla. Whatever you pleaſe, ſo that Alonzo gain 
time. : 

Elvira. (Again endeauouring to go) If you dare to 
touch me? | | 

Rolla. You ſtir not from this place. (He claſps her in 
his arms) 

Elvira, (Drawing a dagger) This ſhall force me a 
paſſage ;—through your heart. 

Rella. As you pleaſe; but falling, I ſhall till claſp 

ou. 

Elvira. Indeed ! —If ſuch be your ſentiments ; it is 
worth taking ſome pains to cultivate your acquaintance, 
Releaſe me; I will remain here. 

Rolla. ( Quitting his hold) It is enough !—Sufficient 
time muſt have been allowed for Alonzo's eſcape. 

** And this eſcape was effected by your aſſiſt- 
ance ! | | 

Rella. By mine alone. | | 

_ And you have dared to run fo great a ha- 
Zar 

Rolla. Why heſitate to encounter it ? 

4 Shire. Are you prepared to ſuffer death inſtead of 

m * 

Rolla. Should that be neceſſary. 


K 2 Eldira. 
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Elvira. You are no common friend. 

Rolla. I am not aQtuated by friendſhip. 

Elvira. By what motive then ? 

Rolla. To you, that is unimportant. 
= Elvira. I obſerve that you are ſparing of your 
words. ' | 8 

Rolla, My province is rather to act, as you may per- 
ceive. 

Elvira. Who are you? 

Rolla. My name is Rolla. 

Elvira. The Peruvian General? 

Rilla. I was fo, once. 

Elvira. Is it poſſible ?—you in our power t 

Rolla. Perfectly fo. | 

Elvira. You have been lighted, perhaps ; and thirſt of 
vengeance has driven you hither ? | 

Ella. What do you mean by lighted ? 

Elvira. Your king has not rewarded you according to ' 
your deſerts? 

Nolla. Far beyond them. 

Eluira. And yet you are here?—You are urged neither 
by thirſt of revenge, nor by emotions of friendſhip—yet are 
here : 

EKolla. Evenſo! 

Elvira. I know of only one other paſſion which could 

prompt ſuch raſhneſs. 

Rolla. And that is? — 

Elvira. Love. 

p Rolia. Right. 4 
"Eloifa® You love thb — and whom? 
' Rolla. To you that is unimportant. 
Elvira. And you hope by this ſtep— ? 
Rolla, I do not hope any thing. 
FBlvira. I underſtand you now,—the object of your love 
is dead; and deſpair has brought you hither. 

Rolla. As you pleaſe. 

Elvira. I pity you ſincerely. 

Rolla. I thank you. | 

5 ira. Is your loſs irreparable? 
p Rolla. Wholly irreparable. | | | 
Xx Elvira. And at theſe early years, will you renounce 
life, and the enjoyment of your fame ? 

Polla, Fame is only the gift of poſterity, 


— 
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Elvira, But ſuppoſing you could render farther ſervices 
to your native country ? 

Rolla. I ſhall, unleſs put to death here. 

Elvira. In what way? 

Rolla. By fighting againft you. 

Elvira. And you dare to tell me that to my face ? 

Rolla. Tis pity that you are not Pizarro. 

Elvira. Why ſo? 

Rolla. Then had I ſaid it to Pizarro's face. 

Elvira. Ha!—you ſeem a man after my own heart. 

Rolla. Reſemble me then if you can. | 

Elvira, I reſemble you !—I, a weak woman 

Rolla, A woman? 

Elvira. You are ſurprized. 

Rolla. No. 

Elvira, True, the hero ſhould not be ſurprized at 
any thing. 

Rolla. Leaſt of all at a woman. 

Elvira, Not even if ſhe were capable of a great 
action. 

Rolla. Not even then. 

Elvira. You reſpect our ſex ? 

R2lla. It is better, and worſe, than ours. 

Elvira. Suppoſe I were to reſtore you,—and with 
the bleſſing of peace, to your native country; would you 
reckon me among the better? | 

Rolla. Perhaps ſo. 

Elvira. Only perhaps ? 

Rella. Is it ſufficient to ſee the action, without know- 
ing the motives that prompted it | 

Elvira. Proud man !—how is your friendſhip to be ob- 
tained? . | 

Rella, By friendſhip. 

Elvira. | will endeavour to obtain it. The morning 
but juſt begins to dawn; there is yet time,—take this 
dagger, and follow me. 

Rolla, Whither? | 

Elvira. IT will conduct you to the tent, where Pizarro 
fleeps : you ſhall diſpatch him,—and then we will fly. 
Thus you will fave yourſelf from inevitable death, and de- 
liver your native country from a fearful ſcourge. , 

Rolla. Have you been injured by Pizarro | 

Elvira, My love was firmly united to his fame. 2 
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ſame ſtroke, which blaſted the latter, has annihilated the 
former. | | 

Rolla. You loved him once. 

Elvira, So ] thought, when J heard his name ſounded 
throughout his native country, as the theme of univerſal 

admiration. ; 

Rolla, And you now propoſe that I ſhould murder him 
in his ſleep? | 

Elvira. Would he not have murdered Alonzo in 


chains? We deal with him, only as he would deal with |. 
others. A man is equally defenceleſs in chains, as when“ 
aſleep. 


Rolla. Give me the dagger. 

Elvira, Take it. 

Rolla. Now go on. 

Elvira. You muſt firſt ſtab the ſoldier who guards 
the tent. 

Rolla. Muſt I ? 

Elvira. Ele he will raiſe an alarm. 

Rolla. Then, take back the dagger. 

Elvira. Why fo? 

Rollz. This foldier is a man. 

Elvira. Well? 

Relig, A MAN Do you underſtand me? EI do not 
conſider every one who bears that form, as really deſerving - 
of that name. . 

Elvira. What do you mean! 

Rolla. Againſt gold this ſoldier was incorruptible. He 
was overcome by his feelings. He is my brother; I will 
not injure him, | 

Elvira. Then we muſt endeavour to deceive him,— 
Conceal the dagger. — What ho! there! Guard! 


SCENE IX.— The SoLDIlER enters the Tent. 


Soldier. What would you have? 

Elvira, Where is your priſoner ? 

Soldier. Where, but here. (He ſees Rolla) How !— 
What is the meaning of this! (Ile /coks about) Bleſſed 
God! Alonzo is gone 


Elvira, And you are loſt, 
Soldier. 
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Soldier. ( Addreſſing Rolla ) You have deceived me | 
Ah, I muſt die!—Oh my poor wife my poor chil- 
dren | | 
Rolla. Be not uneaſy—Pizarro has loſt nothing by the 

exchange pledge my word for your ſafety. 

Elvira. And I mine. But the General muſt be imme- 
diately informed of the accident; I will conduct this man 
to his tent. Do you accompany us. 

Soldier. He will order me to inſtant execution. | 
1 Elvira. Have we not both pledged ourſelves for his 
mercy. 
Soldier. Ah, good lady !—for my poor children's 
ſake !— 
Elvira. Only do as we deſire; and truſt to us, that 
not an hair of your head ſhall be touched. Come on, 
Rolla !—are you reſolved ? 
Rolla. I am ready to follow you. 
Elvira. And may the angel of deſtruction to tyrants, 
conduct our footſteps ! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE X.—The inſide of PizARR0's tent. PIZARRO 
alone, lying upon a couch; he toſſes about in diſturbed ſleep, 
and at intervals utters broken ſentences, . 


Blood !—blood !- no mercy !—revenge [revenge 
Off with his head !—there lies the trunk Ha! ha! ha 
Look at the flaxen hair—all dyed with blood !— 


SCENE XI. - Euter Rol LA and ELVIRA. 


Elvira, There he lies now, quickly! 
| Ralla, Go you, and leave me alone with him. 
* Elvira. Why fo? | 
Ralla. I cannot commit a murder in the preſence of a 
woman. 1 
Elvira. But 11 
Rolla, Go, or I will awaken him, FF 
Elvira. Ihen, call me when the deed is done. 
Rolla, © Wait without. 


E. vira. 
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Elvira. Be quick, leſt it ſhould be too late. [ Exit. 
Rolla. (Goes up to Pizarro with folded arms, and ob- 
es him earneſtly) And this is the man who has ſo long 
difturbed our peace! the robber whom ſome angry god has 
ſent as a ſcourge among us !—He ſeems to be really aſleep. 
—Oh, God! and can a Pizarro ſleep ! | 
Pizarro. Leave me !—leave me !—away ye phantoms ! 
Oh !—oh! 955 : 
Rolla, I was miſtaken—he cannot fleep !—Come 
hither, ye hardened. villains look here —ſuch are the 
flumbers of the wicked, a 
Pizarro. (Starting up terrified) Who's there !—Ho ! 
—(Guards ! 
_ Kolla,, (Producing the dagger) Not a word, or you die 
this inſtant. | | 
Pizarro. Treaſon ! treaſon ! 


| Rolla. Speak ſoftly, I command you 


Pizarro, And who are you ? . 

Rolla, A Peruvian, as you ſee, and my name is 
Rolla. Your life is in my power,—to call for help would 
be vain, for my arm would be quicker than your guards. 

Pizarro, What would you have? 

Rolla, Not your life; for had that been my aim, I 
could have taken it as you ſlept; I forbore to do ſo, and 
you may, therefore, diſmiſs all apprehenſions upon that 
account. 


Pizarro, Speak, then, what is your buſineſs ? 


SCENE XII.—Re-enter ELvIRA haſtily. 


Elvira. Ha! how is this! (To Rolla) Thou traitor ! 

Rolla, Rolla is no aſſaſſin. 3 

Pizarro, Who then is one? (He fixes his eyes on El- 
vira) Thou - thou? — baſe woman? 

Elvira. Had I loved aſſaſſination, thy life would have 
anſwered my purpoſe better than thy death. But know, 
that neither vengeance nor jealouſy urged me to this ſtep 
humanity alone raiſed my dagger againſt thee. It was 
aimed at the raviſher of crowns, the oppreſſor of an injured 
people. I wiſhed to reſtore to Peru that peace of vu | 
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th tyranny has deprived her ; and I ſaw no of accom- 
pliſhing — purpoſe, but by thy death. Im 

* Ralla. Had the deed been as noble as the end propoſed, 
how had I admired you ! 

Elvira. The deed was noble, as the only means of at- 
taining the nobleſt object to which my heart ever aſpired. 
Oh, why did I not take the execution of it wholly on my- 
ſelf ?!-whydidI entruſt to another, a work of ſuch impor- 
tance ?—Know, unſeaſonable Philanthropiſt, that I had 
ſhewn more compaſſion by ſtriking this blow, than you 
have ſhewn by your forbearance ! | 

Pizarro. Silence, frantic woman! and behold the com- 
paſſion I ſhall extend to you! Ho, there — Guards 
( Enter Guards) Seize this woman ! ſhe ſought to murder 
your General. Let her be thrown into our darkeſt dun- 
geon, and let new torments be deviſed for her puniſhment. 

Elvira. You remain Piz AR RO, as I ELVIRA. Death 
is to me a welcome friend, ſince this ſtroke has failed. 

t, ere I go, hear me!—I would, through compaſſion, 

ave diſmiſſed you from the world without torture; but 
you are condemned by a ſuperior power to breathe out 


your ſoul amid the bittereſt pangs of repentanee, and the 


evereſt laſhes of conſcience. Go on, then! murder me 
alſo, thou ſcourge of the human race ! but remember that 
thy deceitful tongue firſt led me into the path of guilt— 


firſt beguiled me of my innocence, and my happineſs. Do 


not the laſt words of my mother, as ſhe curſed the ſeducer 
of her child, ſtill vibrate in thy ears Doſt thou not hear 
the piercing groans of my dying brother, who, in ſeeking 
atonement for a ſiſter's ruined honour, fell by thy murder- 
ous ſword? Ves, tyrant !—tyrant !==whether thou ſhalt 
follow me ſooner or later into the gloomy ſhades of death; 
the muſic which thou thyſelf haſt prepared for thy recep- 
tion, is ever ready to welcome. thee !—the curſes of my 
mother, the dying groans of my brother, and the ſhrieks 
of thouſands of innocent victims, imprecating vengeance 
on thy guilty head. 

Pizarro. ( Endeavottring to ſuppreſs his agitation) Will 
no one fulfil my commands ? 

Elvira. You, Rolla, have deceived me; but accept 


my forgiveneſs : and let not your contempt follow me to 


the grave. I was once innocent, pious, and a ſtranger to 
forrow, Oh! did you know the artifices by which this 
- L bypoczits 
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hypocrite deluded my guileleſs heart !—how he gradually. 
undermined every virtuous principle in my boſom, and led 
me, ſtep by ſtep, into the abyſs of vice; you muſt, you 
would, pity me ! | | 
Rella. I pity you ſincerely, _ 
Elvira. Pity from thee is a cooling drop to aſſuage the 
fever that rages in my 4 ons, arewel!— (To Pi- 
zarro) And thou thou, who living, muſt anticipate the 


torments of hereafter go on, purſue thy career of guilt; 


but remember, that the time will come when we ſhall meet 
again !—Yes, tyrant, we ſhall meet again — The pro- 
trated torture with which I am threatened, I deſpiſe—my 


mind is ſtill unconquered. —Greatly to live, has been de- 


nied me by fate - It cannot prevent me from greatly 
dying ! [ Exeunt guards with Elvira. 


SCENE XIII.—P1izarRo and RoLLA. 


Rolla, I would not, on any account, be in your place? 

Pizarro. Now, explain to me, I intreat, how this 
double miracle has been accompliſhed, that I ſhould ſee 
you here, and as the protector of my life. | 

Rolla. I came hither to reſcue my friend, Alonzo. 

Pizarro. Then have you come in vain. My obliga- 
tions to you are great; aſk of me whatever you pleaſe in 
acknowledgment, excepting the life of this man. 

Rolla. He is no longer in your power. 

Pizarro. Who is no longer in my power? 

Rolla, Alonzo. 

Pizarro, He has eſcaped ? 

Rilla, Les. | 

Pizarro. Curſes on the boy !——how was that poſlible ? 

Rolla, How was it poſſible ?!—You hold us to be bar- 
barians; but learn, that we are not ſtrangers to the moſt 
powerful 8 of friendſhip. | 

Pizarro. ou have then dared 


Rella. I came to your camp, diſguiſed in the habit of a 
monk. Beneath that ſemblance of ſanctity, I reached 
Alonzo's tent without interruption; I made him afſume 


my 


THE DFATH OF ROLLA. 75, 


my borrowed form, under ſhelter of which he fled, while I - 
remained in his place. | : 
Pizarro. Oh, you have deprived me of the nobleſt 
prize 
, Rolla. He is a General, ſo am I. Take my life in- 
ſtead of his. 

Pizarro, Peruvian, you extort my admiration. 

Rolla. Yet I feel myſelf humbled, when I reflect that 
I muſt only ſhare this admiration with a woman. Elvira's 
viſit to him was, doubtleſs, with the ſame view. | 
Pizarro, Did Elvira viſit him ?—vile woman!—No, 
ſhe was but too certainly actuated by far different motives, 
and meant to have confided to him the commiſſion, which, 
not finding him, ſhe entruſted to you. Oh! then, what gra- 
titude ought I not to feel, that you promoted Alonzo's 
flight at ſo critical a moment! had the dagger been placed 
in his hand, inſtead of yours; my deſtruction had been in- 
evitable. 

Rolla. Think not fo injuriouſly of my friend. He 
would have acted preciſely as I have done. 

Pizarro, Of that I y hk and muſt, therefore, con- 
tinue to regard myſelf as deeply bound to you. Tell me, 
in what way I can beſt recompenſe a ſervice ſo important? 

Rolla. Can you make that a queſtion ? 

Pizarro. You are at liberty. | 8 

Rolla. That ] could not doubt. 1 . 
Pizarro, Confeſs that thy enemy is not beneath thee 
in magnanimity. 

Rolla. He does his duty. 2 2 

Pixarre. Go, and ſhould we meet again with arms in 
our hands i 

Rolla. We will fight as becomes men of valour. 

Pizarro. I ſhall always avoid doing thee an injury. 

Rolla. Do not fay fo; for, now 1 know thee, thou 
wilt be the firſt perſon I ſhall ſeek in the field of battle. 
Meanwhile, farewel !—God amend thee !—( He is going 
but returns) yet one word more. The ſoldier who guarded 
Alonzo's tent, performed his duty—he is innocent of the 
priſoner's eſcape — pardon him 

Pizarro, This is no light requeſt. 

Rolla. If it appear unreaſonable, let me remain here 
and ſuffer whatever puniſhment he has incurred. 

L 2 Pizarro. 
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Pizarro. Would you hazard your life for a common 


ſoldier ? 


Rolla. He is a man whom I have involved in misfor- 
tune. 

Pizarro, Go in peace? — he has my pardon. 

Ralla. Give me your hand upon it. 

Pizarro. (Giving his hand) And let us be friends, 

Rolla, Live quietly among us; ſerve your God peace- 
ably, and leave us peaceably to ſerve ours; be the friend of 
virtue, and then you ſhall be mine ! 

Pizarro. If you will conſign over to me the object for 
which I contend,—the throne of Quito 
Rolla, Enough !—farewel !—( Exit) 
_ Pizarro. (Aone, after a pauſe) And I have ſuffered 
him to leave me quietly How dangerous it is to liſten 
to the tongue of an enthuſiaſt; ſince the mind is involun- 
tarily ſwayed by his ſentiments —But I have given him 
my word. My word :—And muſt I now conſult the chap- 
lain, to aſcertain how far I am bound to keep my faith 
with a heathen ?—But this heathen is a hero, and heroes 
throughout the world mult be conſidered as of the fame 
creed. (Exit) | 


SCENE XIV.—4 epen place near the Peruvian camp. 
4 ATALIBA repeſing under à tree. | : 


How ſilent and deſolate ſeems every thing around me! 
Are not our feelings much the ſame after a victory, as 
after a fever? while we would fain rejoice over the danger 
paſt, there is ſcarcely ſtrength —— to utter our joy 
—our {miles are drowned by tears; and the acclamations 
we hear, are only echoed by a ſigh. What a dearly-earned 
prize is victory — The records of hiſtory, while they enu- 
merate thoſe that fall in battle, are ſilent as to the addi- 


tional numbers whom every conflict renders miſerable.— 


The pointed arrow appears to ſtrike only one heart, but 
in that one, it often pierces an hundred. Oh, how gladly 
would L exchange all my victories for a ſingle harveſt- 
home ! | | 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV:;.—Enter a CourTirer. 


Courtier, The herald is returned, but brings us no con- 
folation. 

Ataliba. Is Alonzo dead? 

Courtier. He is till alive, but the Spaniards reje& the 
proffered ranſom. * Your treaſures,” they arrogantly ſay, 
* areours; within a few days, they will be in our poſſi 
and we ſhall be your Lords. In our power, conſiſts our 
right.” 

 ftaliba, Not yet humbled. Are freſh ſupplies then 
continually riſing up among theſe ſerpents which hiſs 
around my throne ? Where js Alonzo's wife ? 

Curtier. Fled with her child, - but no one knows 
whither. A more extraordinary circumſtance is, that 
| Rolla has difappeared. The army ſtands in mute aſtoniſh- 
ment at the tidings. | 

Ataliba. Rolla gone! -impoſſible — Rolla forſake me, 
when I am ſurrounded by diſtreſs and danger !—Oh, God! 
is there no one to relieve the cares of royalty ?—how gladly 
would J exchange ſituations with the loweſt among my 
ſubjects ! | 


SCENE XVI.—Enter ALoxzo in his diſsuiſe. 


Alonzo, Do I behold my fovereign once more? 
Ataliba. - Alonzo !—art thou, indeed, Alonzo ? * 
Alonzo. Where is my wife? | 

Ataliba. Oh welcome, but unexpected ſight ! 

Alonzo. Where is my wife ? 

Aaliba. How did you eſcape ? 

Aonzo. Almoſt by a miracle. 

Ataliba. Say, how ? 
Alonzo. Who but Rolla could have made fuch a faeri- 


fice to the ſacred glow of friendſhip ?—Who but Rolla 


could have forced his way to my priſon, under ſuch a dif- 
guiſe *—He it was who looſened my chains to fix them 
upon himſelf, | Fl | 

Ataliba, 


- - „„ — — 
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Ataliba. Rolla in the enemy's power !—Ah! you have 
given me a freſh wound! | 
Alanzo, Give me a ſword with five hundred reſolute 
men, that I may haſten to ſave him ! 
Ataliba. Shall I hazard in you my laſt ſupport ? 
-- Alonzo. The enemy is diſpirited; the camp on the right 
fide weakly fortified; Pizarro has made himſelf odious by 
| Joldiers begin to murmur againſt him ; 
let us not leave them time to recollect themſelves, One 
more victory, and we ſhall drive them back to the octan, 
where the waves will ſwallow up our plagues and their ra- 
pacity. 
* Ataliba. Well then, I will myſclf ſurvey their camp, to 
aſcertain where, and how, an attack may be poſſible. 
Aienzo. Oh, do not expoſe yourſelf to ſuch danger. — 
Conſider that you are our king. 
Ataliba. Wherever danger may threaten the children, 
thither the father ſhould haſten himſelf. 
Alonzo, No, leave it to me — Only ſuffer me firſt to 
embrace my deareſt wife. 
Ataliba. (With embarraſſment) Your wife ? 
Alonzo. Cora muſt undoubtedly have ſuffered much up- 
on my account. 
Ataliba. Alas! ſhe has ſuffered moſt ſeverely ! 
Alonzo. But in another moment her ſufferings ſhall be 


at an end. a 


Ataliba. Where would you ſeek her? 

Alonzo. Is ſhe not here? 

Ataliba. Anguiſh has driven her hence. 

Alonzo. Whither ? 

Ataliba. Alas we know not. Perhaps among the 
mountains, to her father. | 

Alonzo. Oh, God ! what a ſhivering has ſeized my whole 
frame. | 

Gourtier. She was ſeen upon the field of battle, and 
heard to call upon your name till night came on, when ſhe 
ruſhed into the foreſt. 8 

A.onzo. Into the foreſt ! —which ſwarms with the ene- 
my! (Going) | 25 

Ataliba. Alonzo, whither would you go? 

Al;nzo. Whitherſoever anguiſh and deſpair may drive 
me Good Inca, you are ſafe; the vanquiſhed enemy dare 
aot at preſent hazard an attack, Oh then, thou ao? 

| 0 


- 
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of every right! reſpe& the rights of nature; my Cora, 
my child, my all, is loſt — Releaſe the General for a few 
moments from his duty, that the huſband may ſeek his 
diſtracted wife. | .. 

Ataliba. I participate in your agony Go, but do not 
forget Rolla. ö 

Alonzo. Cora !—Rolla !—Some good angel direct my 
uncertain ſteps! (Exit) 

Atalila. (To the Courtier) Lend me your ſword for a 
moment. (The Courtier gives him his fword; the King 
endeavours to brandiſh it, but finds himſelf unable) It 
will not do !—Unhappy king! What avail a prudent 
head and a valiant heart, when the ſtrength is wholly ex- 
hauſted! {( Excunt) 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT v. 


SCENE I.—A thick Foreſt. In the Back Ground 4 Hut 
formed of Boughs of Trees. Thunder and Lightning. 
Cora enters with her Child in her Arms; her Hair 
hangs wildly about her Neck ; ſhe pants for Breath, and 
appears nearly exhauſted. : 


Cora. 


1 CAN no more !— Nature is weaker than love -- my 
heart would urge me forwards - but I cannot go on !— 
Sweet child! how ſoundly he ſleeps !—Ah ! his father 
ſleeps too !—The child will wake again; but the father, 
never never |—Oh, why am I a mother! why does this 
child fetter me to life!--Miſerable wretch that I am, I dare 
not even die Where am I ? —Whither does anguiſh 
drive me ?—the lightning flaſhes among theſe trees, but it 
ſhews me no path—the thunder rolls among the mountains, 
and overpowers my enfeebled voice—I can go no further 
my feet will no longer bear me forwards. (She ſinks down 

under a tree) Still doſt thou fleep, ſmiling angel? Glare 
around me, ye lightnings! roll on thou fearful thunder! 
yet this infant innocence can ſtill ſlumber ſecurely in its 
mother's arms. I will make my babe a bed of moſs and 
leaves, and ſpread my veil over him,—then lie down by his 
fide and die. (She collects meſs and leaves, and makes a bed 
fer her child, then lays him down, and covers him with her 
weil) There lie and ſleep, and mayeſt thou never wake to 
ſeek in vain for nouriſhment at the breaſt of thy lifeleſs 
mother !—Oh, a miſt obſcures my ſenſes every limb is 
faint ; every nerve unſtrung !—Is this death? (She leans 

1 againſt a tre!) | Ls 
2B Dig Aonzo. 
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{ Alonzo's voice is heard at a great diſtance) Cora ! 

Cora, (Starting) What ſound was that? 

Alonzo, (Still at a great diſtance) Cora! 

Cora. Is it the echo of the thunder among the moun- 
tains ? | | 

Alonzo. (Somewhat nearer) Cora | 

Cara. Oh, my heart, do not deceive me It is Alon- 
20's voice. | 

Alonzo. (Still ſomewhat nearer) Cora! 

Cra. (Moving a few ſteps towards the voice) Alonzo, 
where are you f | 

Alonzo. (Still approaching) Cora 

Cora. ( Following the voice a few ſteps further) Tis he? 
Alonzo ! 


Alonzo. (Always approaching) Cora! 


Cora. (Still going towards the ſound) Methinks I gain 


new ſtrength.—Alonzo ! 

Alonzo. Cora ! where are you ? 
Cera. Here!—here—! (She diſappears among the trees; 
her wiice and Alonzo's are heard for ſome time, calling to each 


other, —till at laſt by a reciprocal exclamation of tranſport, 


they appear to have met) 


SCENE II.—Enter two SPANISH SOLDIERS, drunk. 


Firſt Soldier. Brother, whither are you leading me? 

Second, Wherever you pleaſe, brother. | 

Firſt. I believe we have loſt our way. 

Second. We ſhall do, if we only keep the Sun on our 
left hand. 

Firjt. The Sun Can you ſee the ſun ? 

Second. Fool, who can ſee the ſun when *tis hid behind 
thunder- clouds. 


Firſt, Then, if we keep the lightning on the left 


the camp; I heard the outpoſts call, Cora 
Firſt. That's the watch-word, I ſuppoſe. 
Second. Aye, aye, come along. (They perceive the 


chi/d) 
M Firſt. 


una 
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Firſt. Halloo ! Brother. What have we here? 

Second, A child, as I live. 

Firſt, How could it come here ? | 
Second. Let us confider, what is to be done with it. 
Firſt, Tis no concern of ours; let it lie; tis a hea- 
Second. It ſleeps ſo ſweetly. I have one at home, juſt 


like it.—I have a great mind to take it with me. 


Firſt. Take it, if you pleaſe; but don't give it to me, 
if you find it heavy, and grow tired of it. 

Second. (Taking the child in his arms) Poor little dear 
*tis as light as a feather, | 

Firſt. Tis plaguy dark, here: when we get out of the 
foreſt, we ſhall have more light. 

Second. Well, well, go on! ( Exeunt with the child) 
* (Cora's voice is heard on the fide oppoſite to that on which the 
1 had gone off) This way, Alonzo, it was here that I 

eft him. | : 

Second Soldier. (Behind the ſcenes) Theſe boughs run 
into one's eyes, at every ſtep. 

Cora. ( Approaching nearer) My heart cannot deceive 
me; I am ſure we are juſt at the ſpot. | 

Soldier. (At a greater diſtance) Down yonder to the 
left, I ſce the camp. 


SCENE III. Enter Cox A and AloNzo. 


Cra. Here is the place; and it was under this tree !— 

(She runs up to the tree ; but finding only the veil, and the 
child gone, ſhe utters a violent ſbriel, and ſinks fainting to the 

round | | 

. = Throwing himſelf by her) Cora, what is the 
matter ? 1 1 

Cora. (RNaiſing herſelf u e is gone 

Monxo. 0 Sa as [91 n 

Ora. He is gone 

Alonzo. Let us ſeek for him. 

Cra. My child! —0 my child! 

Alonz), Where did he lie? 


y 
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Alonzo, He waked, and has crawled to a little diſ- | 


tance, 


Gere. (Starts up and ſearches about) Oh, no !—he is 


ane : 
: Alonzo. Be calm; he will certainly be found, 
Cara. Fernando !—my Fernando |! | 

Alonzo, He cannot be far off. Are you certain that 
this was the place? | 

Cora, Was not the veil lying here ?--Oh, he is torn in 
pieces by wild beaſts! 

Alonzo, Do not think the worlt ! 

Ora. I cannot think of any thing=1 can only ſee my 
mangled child. 

Alonzo, Cora, far God's ſake— 

Cora. Oh, there is no God! 

Alonzo, What a dreadful aſſertion ! 

Gra. What have I done to deſerve the load of miſery 
heaped upon my head ? 

Alonzo, Cora ! —deareſt wife calm theſe tranſports ! 

Cra. (Turning her eyes towards heaven) Give me my 
child, or death | 

| Alonzo, Do you not ſee a hut among the trees? 

Cora, Ha !—there lives the wretch who has robbed me 
of my child! (She haſtens towards the hut) 

Alonzo, Cora, beware; it may be inhabited by Spa- 
niards, x 
Gra. I will go; though it were the abode of 
dzmons ! 
 Alonza, Let me go firſt. (Knocks at the deer) 


SCENE IV, Enter Las-Casas, from the Hu. 


| Las-Caſas. Who knocks ? 
Cora. Give me back my child. 
Las-Caſas. Lonng woman, what would you have ? 
Alonzo, Oh, God! do not my eyes deceive me I- Las- 
* | Al do I behold again? (E 
-Caſas. onzo, do | thee again N- 
bracing 5 6 
Alrnzo, My kind inftruQtor ! 
Las Caſas My beloved friend! 
| M 2 Cra. 


84 
| | 5 | 
Cora. Where have you concealed my child ? 


Las-Caſas. What is the meaning of this? | 
Alonzo, In what a moment of "diſtreſs, do we mee 
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again! 


Cora. Good old man, you ſeem not deſtitute of the 
feelings of humanity, —have compaſſion upon a wretched 
mother! 

Las-Caſas. I do not underſtand you. 

Cora, I will be your ſervant as long as I live my 
child ſhall be your ſlave. | | 

Las Caſas. ls ſhe diſtracted ? 

Alon o. She is my wife; we have loſt our child. 

Las-Caſas. Where did you loſe him? 

Alonzo. He was left ſleeping under yon' tree. 

Las-Caſas. Did you leave him? 

Cora, Oh, you are right! I was an unnatural mother 
I forſook my child; the chaſtiſement of the gods purſues 
me, ; 

Las-Caſas. Would that it were in my power to offer 
you conſolation |! | 

Alonzo. Aſſiſt me to ſupport this miſery ! 

Cora. (Difirafied) Look at the ſpeckled ſnake ; how 
he winds himſelf round the child's body!—Ha! hear how 
the venomous reptile hiſſes—ſee! with his ſting he pierces 
my poor boy's heart! 


'-. Alonzs. Deareſt Cora, recollect yourſelf. 


Cora. Look at the dreadful Condor, where he hovers in 


the air! — See! he darts down upon his prey; he fixes his 
' ſharp claws in the helpleſs creature Ha! look at the ſa- 


vage Tyger, crouching behind the buſh—ſee! he ſprings 
forward—look ! the innocent blood guſhes out! help! 
help! (She throws herſeif upon the ground) 
Alenz3. ( Kneeling by her) Oh, my wife !—my ſon !— 
Las-Caſas. And, muſt the form of miſery purſue me, 
even into this deſert ? 3 
Alinzo. Conſole us, Las-Caſas —my kind inſtructor, 
conſole us o not forſake us at this dreadful hour! 
Las-Caſas. I will certainly remain with you; but we 


are not ſafe here, we are ſo near the Spaniſh camp. Haſten 


to your own friends; I will accompany you. 
Alonzo. How ſhall we bear away this poor creature ? 
Las-Caſas, Let us endeavour to recover hers 
Alonzo, Come, deareſt Cora, let us go. 


Cora. 


Child died. | 
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C:ra. {Raiſing ber head) Go!—whither? 


Alonzo. To our own camp. 

Cora, Shall I leave this ſpot? - this ſpot where my 
Alonzo, We are ſo near the enemy, . 
Cora, Barbarian l will you even prevent my collect- 

Ing the bones of my child. | 
Alonzs, Thy father and brother are arrived at the 

camp. | 

Cora. I have neither father nor brother.—I once had a 


ſon. 0 
Alonzo, We will ſeek for him. 


Cora. (Springing up) Seek for him! Oh, where? 


where | 

Alonzo. And this old man will afliſt us. 

Cera. Yes, good old man, aſſiſt us to look for him! 

Las-Caſas. Moſt willingly; only be calm. 

Cora, Have you any children? 

Las- Caſas. No. 

Cra. Then I can pardon you. But would you ſeek 
to calm a mother, give her back her loſt child. (She ru 
and}. | 

Las-Caſas. (Haſtening after her) Endeavour to lead 
her to the right ;—that way lies your camp. 

Alonzo. The fight of you was to me like beholding an 
angel, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V.—4 ent- of the Spaniſh camp. Rotla 
bound in chains, is dragged in by ſeveral Soldiers, 


A Soldier. Hither, thou worſhipper of idols. 
Rolla. I was ſet at liberty by Pizarro himſelf. 


Soldier. We know nothing about that; and no heathen 


eſcapes from us with life, much leſs with liberty. Come, 
away to the General's tent. 
Another Soldier. Silence, brother! —behold the Ge- 


neral. 


Pizarro. (Entering) What is the matter here? — Ha! 


--Dol ſee right ?—Rolla ? : 

Rolla. (Sarcaſtically) Yes, Rolla !--To your aftoniſh- 
ment, I ſuppoſe ? : 

852 Pizarra, 


* 
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Piarro. And bound. 

Rolla. So faft that he need not give you any un- 
eaſineſs. 

Pizarro. Who has dared thus injuriouſſy to treat the 
man that ſaved my life ? 

Soldier. He acknowledges that he is a General among 
his own people. He wanted to fteal through our out- 

ſs. | 1 | 
P Polls, (Cantemptuoufly) Steal! 

Soldier. We ſtopped him; and Almagro ordered us to 
put him in chains. 

Pizarro. (To Rolla) You find that I am innocent of 
this. (To the So/diers) Take off his chains! (They obey) 
It is humiliating to human nature, to behold a hero like 
Rolla unarmed ; take this. (Gives him @ fword) Now, 
learn to underſtand the Spaniſh character better. You, I 
doubt not, know how to eſteem generolity even in an 


. ENEMY, 


Ralla. (Taking the ſtword) A Peruvian knows how 
both to reſpect generoſity, and to forget injuries. I par- 
don you. | 

8 And, I truſt, will not withdraw your pardon, 
even though I ſhould confeſs, that I cannot be ſeriouſly 
angry with my people for what has happened, ſince I am 
indebted to this accident for a ſecond interview with ſuch 


1 
a man. 


Rolla, Enough of theſe ſmooth words—let me de- 


art. 
Pizarro. At your own pleaſure. Yet ſuffer me to 


cheriſh the pleafing hope, that. this renewed acquaintance 
may be the means of bringing us to a better underſtanding 
with each other. Rolla and Pizarro were not created to 
live eternally in enmity. | | 


Holla. I promiſe you my friendſhip, as ſoon as the 
ocean ſhall lie between us. 


Pizarro, How, if we could be united by one common 


aim? When we met before, you liſtened with impatience 
as I mentioned my hopes of aſcending the throne of Quito, 
That idea I renounce—l only aſk you to ſubmit to the 
Spaniſh ſceptre, and to embrace the Chriſtian ' faith; then 
will peace be eſtabliſhed between us, on a ſolid and per- 
manent baſis. | 

Roita. Wonderful moderation! 


Pizarro. 


camp. 
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Pizarro, On Pizarro's friendſhip hangs the protection 
of a mighty monacch ; and this friendſhip Pizarro offers, 
as he tenders you his hand. 

Rolla. | Rolla is no traitor. a 

Pizarro. By accepting this offer, you will avert a load 
of miſery from your native country. 

Rolla. I owe to my country, the ſacrifice of my life, but 
not of my honour. 

Pizarro, You would only deprive a weak king of a 
tation for which he is unfit. | 

Rolla. Ataliba weak !—But were he fo, a king 
who makes his people happy, is ſtrong in his people's 
love. 

Pizarro. I recommend to you, to conſider this matter 
well. IP 
Rolla. It has been long ago decided by my con- 
ſcience. | 

Pizarro. Recollect, that friendſhip deſpiſed, rages with 
no leſs fury than deſpiſed love. is 

Rella. Ha [—this is what I have long expected 
Why do you thus torment yourſelf, to ſeek for flimfy ſub- 
terfuges ? Throw off the maſk at once 

Pizarro. ( Endeavouring to ſmather his fury) Rolla, 
do not miſtake me ! * 

Rolla. May | depart ? 

Pizarro. ( After a ftruggle) Yes, you may depart. 

Nella. Will nothing obftruct my return to our 
camp? 

Pizarro. Nothing—unleſs repentance bring you back 
to us. 

Rolla. Thanks to the gods! Rolla has never found 


cauſe to repent any action of his lite ! 


SCENE VI.—Enter the: two SoLDIERS with the 
CHILD. 


* 


Fir/t Soldier. Sir, we have found a child. 
Pizarro. What is that to me? —away with you. 
Sollier. It was lying in the foreſt, not far from the 


Pizarre. 


8 
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Pizarro. Throw it into the firſt ditch that falls in your 
"Balla. Gracious God ! it is Alonzo's child. 

Pizarro. How | 

Rolla. (To the Sol lters) Give it to me. 

Pizarro. (Stepping between them) Not fo haſty!— 
Alonzo's child—did you fay ?—Fortunate chance !—wel- 
come, little creature !—thou ſhalt ſerve me as a ſcourge for 
the chaſtiſement of all thy father's folies, 

Rolla. Does Pizarro make war upon children? 

Pizarro. You cannot underſtand me. I have an old 


"account to ſettle with Alonzo. I might inſtantly pay my 
debt by plunging a dagger into the breaſt of this child; 


but that were merely to pay him, — and I am deſirous now 
of making him my debtor. 
Rolla. You do not miſtake when you ſay, that I can- 
not underſtand you. | | 
Pizarro. What-think you of elevating this little head 
n the point of a lance ?—Then, when the hero, Alonzo, 
ſhall be preſſing forwards through the thickeſt ranks of the 
enemy, bearing down al! before him, like the waters of a 
ruſhing ſtream; what will be the mound raiſed to ſtop 
his progreſs ?—the head of a child. See, where the 
hero ſtands motionleſs as a ſtatue; — his ſword falls from 


| his palſied hand; — his eyes are immovably fixed, with a 


ftare of horror, upon the bloody banner, from which drops 
ſtill trickle down upon the lance.— Oh, this will be a fight! 
(Vith malicicus exultation) 

Rolla. Pizarro, are you a man! 

Pizarro. And when he returns home to the eagerly- 
expecting mother, as ſhe throws her ſnowy arms around 
his neck, and with her filken hair wipes the bloody 
drops from his thoulder ; then will he fay, with a tender 
kiſs, (My love! you ſuppoſe this to be the blood of an 
enemy—but no, no, it lowed from the veins of thine own 
child! Oh, glorious 1— 

Rolla. Look, how the infant ſmiles !—And could you, 
indeed, murder ſuch innocence ? | 

Pizarro, Could you wring the neck of a dove ? 

Rella. Do you want a ranfom ?—L will ſend you ten 
times the boy's weight in ſilver. 656g 

Pizarro. Let it be caſt into a ſtatue of him, and 


placed upon his grave. | 
IT Rolla. 


— 
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- "Rolla, Pizarro, you thanked me for your life; give me, 
in return, the life of this child. - 
- Pizarro. Do you ſeek to ſhame me by making ſo pal- 


try a requeſt? 


Rolla. Send back the child, and I will remain your 


priſoner, 

Pizarro,” You are at full liberty. | 

Rolla, Surely, it is impoſſible that nature can have 

ut thee out of her hands, i in a manner ſo careleſs and un- 

niſhed, as not to have given human feelings to thy heart. 
— Behold me at thy feet, the man who faved thy life, 
and who now devotes himſelf to be thy ſlave, provided 
thou wilt ſurrender this child to his parents ! 

Pizarro. The child ſhall remain here. 

Rolla. (With griiing rage) Pizarro, heat me! 

Pizarro. Either you inſtantly become the vaſſals of 
Spain, or this child = my priſoner. 

Rolla. Well, then (He ſprings forwards, haſtily 


ſnate hes the child from the Vette! claſps it with his left 


arm, and with his right draws his ſword) I have 
not received this weapon in vain,—this child is mine; 
—he who dares attempt to follow me, dies. (Exit 
%% 

Pizarro. F wid hardy bender | —audacious ider 
away ſoldiers, haſten after him; and, if poſſible, bring 
him back alive. ( pager” = Soldiers ) What dzmon 
poſſeſſes this man? ool that I was, to give him a 
ſword! (Looking after Rolls) How the madman de- 
fends himſelf !—he gains ground of his purſuers 
Heaven, he will eſcape them !—away ſome more of you, 
join the purſuit; no longer attempt to preſerve his life — 


 (Exeunt other Soldiers) Ah I can no longer ſee him; 


the hill now canceals him from me. Madman, do not 
aſcribe thy death to me] I would gladly have made thee 
my friend, and nobly diſcharged all the obligations I owe 
thee, ( Several guns are heard fired at a di ance) Fare- 


wel !—thou haſt deſerved an honourable death! (Enter 


a Soldier) Well, what news? 


Soldier. Be ſatisfied, Sir, the hero cannot proceed much 


farther; a ſhot hit him, I believe on the right ſide; and I 
ſaw him fall. 


FREE * gladly would I have heard that he was 
N taken 


by 


over, and no breath of wind whiſpers among the trees.—A 


— 
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taken alive. Preſumptuous heathen to offer me defi- 


ance, even in my own camp. x 


Soldier. Your order to ſpare him, has coſt the lives of 


four of our own ſoldiers. (Another Soldier enters ) 

Second Soldier, He has forced his way through every 
obſtacle, and reached the out-poſts of his own camp. 

ie (Stamping upon the ground) Curſed for- 
tune! | 
Second Soldier. But he is mortally wounded, —His death 
is certain. . | 
Pizarro, And notwithſtanding that, forced his way 
through? 

Soldier. Never did I behold courage equal to his. All 
the fabulous feats of our Mooriſh knights, are nothing, 
compared with what he has actually performed. Four of 
us, who endeavoured to take him alive, fell by his ſword. 
A ſhot from another levelled him with the ground; but he 
inſtantly ſtarted up again, laid the child down by him, and 
leaning againſt a tree, dealt his ſtrokes around him every 
way, like the angel with the flaming ſword, till two more 
of his purſuers were ſtretched dead at his feet. The reſt 
then began to prepare their fire-arms, when he caught up 
the child, and darting forwards like an arrow ſhot from a 
bow, was quickly out of their reach—but the tree againſt 
which he had leaned, and the place where he ſtood, were 
dyed with blood; and by his blood alſo, every AI he 
ran might be traced. The ſoldiers fired ſeveral ſhot after 
him, but he ſoon diſappeared behind the hill. | 

Pizarro, Why did you not mount your horſes ? 

Soldier. They were grazing behind the camp. 

Pizarro, Curſed idolater !—and yet I cannot refuſe 
him my warmeſt admiration. Give me a thouſand ſuch 
men,—and I would conquer the world. (Exeunt.) 


SCENE VII.— An open place near the Peruvian camp. 
 ATALI1BA enters with folded arms, and wrapped in 


thought, 


The enemy is quiet, my army fleeps, the ſtorm has paſſed 


5 deep 


% ” 
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deep and ſolemn ſilence reigns around; and all things both 
in the animal and the inanimate creation, ſeem to taſte 
repoſe, —all but my throbbing heart. Why is that ſtill 
reſtleſs? Why muſt I alone be haunted by the phantoms 
of the ſlain? Why muſt I alone be inceſſantly tormented 
with ideal ſounds, as of dying groans?—Was it not fot 
God and my native land, that my ſword was drawn? 


SCENE VIII.—Entr Cora diſtracted. 


Cra. Whither do you lead me? Where is my child's 
| ang (Seeing Ataliba) Hal- thou firſt-born of the 
un, give me back my child. 
Ataliba. Cora, whence come you? 7 
Cora. From the grave where they have laid my child. 
Oh! it is deep in the earth !—there, all is cold and damp— 
Oh—h—h! how I ſhiver |! | 
Ataliba. Ah! ſight of woe! (Enter Alonzo and Las- 
Caſas) 8 
_ Unhappy creature ! whither does thy miſery 
thee | | 
* Silence! Alonzo, behold here, the firſt-born of 
our God !—the Sun is his father; he has only to ſpeak the 
word,—and the grave will give back its prey. (She claſps 
Ataliba's knees) Speak, my king !—have compaſſion upon 


a mother's anguiſh !. 
Mtaliba, Oh, God! what does ſne mean? 
Alonzo, We have loſt our child; 
Ataliba. Wretched mother !—alas, I cannot help thee; 
AI am only a king. TL . 
Cora. To whom, then, am I to apply ?—to whom, but 
you, have the gods intruſted our lives? Was it not you 
who led the Peruvians on to battle? Did not my Alonzo 
fight for you ?—will you refuſe the only recompence we 
aſk for all that he has done, —the life of; a child who ſhall 
himſelf one day take arms for your defence. 
Ataliba. Cruſh me, ye gods! I will meet my fate with 
yo” 
ora: (Spring ing up) Oh, tyrant !—-canſt thou witneſs 
| N 2 my 
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my anguiſh, unmoved? Is not thy ambition yet ſatiated 
wich blood ?——ls it not enough, that, to every one 
of theſe diamonds hangs a drop of* the vital ſtream ?— 
but muſt thou alſo tear children from their mother's breaſts, 
and caſt them to the wild beaſts? Ha! what is the dia- 
dem to me? what. to me the throne of Quito?—hither, 
hither, ye mothers, whom this victory has made childleſs ! 


to heaven with the exultations of this barbarian !—And, if 
hereafter he ſhall experience the anguiſh of only one wretch- 
ed mother; he will be ſufficiently. tormented ! (She ſinks 
exhauſted upon the ground) 

Alonzo. (To Ataliba, as he catches Cora in his arms) For- 
give a mother's diſtraQtion !. 

Ataliba, (IWiping tears from his eyes) The throne has 
no Charms, which can recompence the witneſſing of ſuch 
agony. . 

* 2 (Smiling) Alonzo, bring me the child, that he 
may receive his accuſtomed nouriſhment. Inhuman, Alon- 
zo! you ſee me dying; yet, will not let me feaſt once 
more upon his infant ſmiles! | 


thy rage. Yes, unhappy mother ! rage on, thou haſt no 
longer a child ! | 


{ Cra. (Falling back) Unhappy mother! thou haſt no 
14 longer a child! | | 


SCENE IX.-- Enter a PERUVYVIAN. 


t 0 , 5 e Rolla is haſtening hither. | 
. Ataliba, and Alonzo. Rolla! ( Rolla ftaggers upon the 
{If age, with a death-like paleneſs in his countenance, the bloody 


fword in his right hand, and the child in his left ) 
Ataliba. Oh God! what do I ſee! 
Rolla. (In a faint voice, and ſinking upon his Fnee, un- 
able to approach the fainting Cora) Cora your child! 
Cura. (( Opening her eyes, and ſering the child, flarts up 
and flretches out her arms ts receive him) My child !— 
and covered with blood. | 
Rolla. ( Holding oat the child to her) It is my "— 
1 5 ö | 5. 


hither to me ! help me to curſe ! that our miſery may aſcend 


Alonzo. This complaining is more painful than even 
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Cora. (Claſping tbe child to her bregſt) My child! 
Oh Rolla ! 

Rolla. I loved you !—you have ſuſpected me unjuſtly 
I can no more! ( He inks down) 


Alonzo. ( [Throwing himſelf by him) Rolla ! you * 


dying ! 
Ralla. I die for Cora 2 


Cora. ( Looking with agony at the body) Did ever man - 


love like this man ?—Oh child ! too dearly purchaſed ! 
Alonzo, Las-Caſas, help me to believe in a Jon God ! 


Las- Caſas. His ways are incomprehenſible pray to 


him, and be reſigned! 


(Curtain fall.) 


END OF THE PLAY, 


* * 1 wad wed . | 
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New and inlereſting Words publiſhing by R. PHILLIPS. 


I. On the firſt Day of May was publiſhed, 
© PRICE TWO SHILLINGS, 
NUMBER III. (to be continued Monthly), 
OF THE 


Medical and Phyſical Journal ; 


Containing the earlieſt Information on Subjects of 


MEDICINE, SURGERY, CHEMISTRY, PHARMACY, 
| BOTANY, Av NATURAL HISTORY. 


UNDER THE GENERAL SUPERINTENDANCE OF 


DR. BRADLEY, 


Member of the Royal College of Phyſicians, London; Phyſician to 
the Weſtminſter Hoſpital, and to the _—_— for Female Orphans ; 
Lecturer on the Theory and Practice of Medicine, &c. &c. 


THE FOREIGN DEPARTMENT CONDUCTED BY 


Dr. WILLICH, 


Author of Lectures on Diet and Regimen—of the Elements of 
Critical Philoſophy—A Comparative View of the Chemical 
and Medical Properties of the Briſtol Hotwell Waters, &c. &c, 


| 2. BIOGRAPHICAL MEMOIRS 
1 1 EIGHTY LIVING PUBLIC CHARACTERS 
| Of 1798-9, 


Natives of Great Britain and Ireland, 


141 Written with Accuracy and Impartiality, and embelliſhed with Thirty 
11 Engraved Portraits, one large volume Octavo, price 88. 6d. boards. 
44 A SECOND EDITION, 


4 Enlarged * corredted in every Article, to the 25th of March, 1799, 


NEW AND IMPORTANT SCHOOL BOOK. 


his day was publiſhed, Price 48. 6d. bound, with the uſual allowance 
to Schools, embelliſhed with a beautiful Frontiſpiece, 
. THE BRITISH NEPOS; or YOU TH's MIRROR: Being ſelect 
Lives of Illuſtrious Britons, who have been diſtinguiſhed by their vir- 
toes, talents, or remarkable progreſs in life, with incidental and practi- 
cal reflections. Vftten purpolely for the uſe of Schools, and carefully 
udapted to the fituWMons and capacities of Britiſh Youth. . 
By WILLIAM MAVOR, LL. D. 
Vicar of Hurley, Berkſtire ; and Chaplain to the Earl of Dumfries, 


e following CRITICAL APPROBATIONS cannot fail to ſatisfy Parents 
and Tutors of the Prepriety of introducing Dr. Maver's Britiſh Nepos to 
their reſpective Children and Pupils : 

I cannot cloſe this Paper without expreſſing my po fatisfation 

At having lately met with a Publication profeſſedly adapted for Young Per- 
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a neatneſo ſurpaſſing any ot our author's preceding labours. The ſe 
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New and Intereſting Books publiſhing by R. Phillips, _ 
ſons, which promiſes well to check the evil I have been complainingof re- 
ſpecting other School-Books. From the plan and execution of it, I am 
warranted in giving it a ſtrong recommendation, as being moſt admirably 
calculated to cheriſh the and moſt tried principles in young minds. 
The Book which I have in my eye is Dr. Mavor's “ BxiTisn NEros, or 
Lives oF ILLUSTRIOUS BRITONS.” The perſons whoſe memoirs this 
judicious Biographer has ſelected for the improvement and entertainment 
of young perſons, are thoſe who have filled up the moſt important ſtations 
in Society with the greateſt glory to themſelves and advantage to the State. 
The actions of theſe great men are told in a plain and pleaſing manner 
and what is no ſmall difficulty in a Work adapted for juvenile Capacities, 
the incidental reflections ſuggeſted by particular circumſtances, or traits of 
character, are ſo naturally made, that the reader cannot but feel the effect p 
of the example with a force equal to the pleaſure excited by the ſtory.” | 
Chriftian Spectator, No. IX. 

« The patterns of excellence here placed before the eyes of young 
minds, are all diſtinguiſhed by ſuch talents and virtues, as every parent 
would wiſh ſucceſsfully cultivated by his offspring. The vices which 
here and there darken the picture, only render the luſtre of the whole the 
more ſufferable, and ſhade a brilliancy, otherwiſe both offenſive and inj- 
mitable. We know not, that from the ample circle of Britiſh biography, 
a more animating and improving ſelection could be made. The experience 


and acquiſitions of thoſe who have diſtinguiſhed themſelves in almoſt every 


ublic and private walk of ſociety, are thus held up, in minute traits, 
and beautifully coloured from nature, both for the entertainment and in- 
ſtruction of the riſing generation. And no exhihition occurs to our re- 
collection, where a greater variety of uſeful and intereſting paintings from 
life, can be ſeen more readily, and at leſs expence; or to which the young, / 
of all deſcriptions, may repair with a certainty of receiving more — 
and profit. The dedication and prefatory addreſs, are well written. 
the latter, the objects, uſes, and beauties of biography, are placed in a 
maſterly point of view." Nea London Review for Feb . 
« We have been thus copious in our extracts from the preface, becauſe 
it at once diſplays the _ of the undertaking, and affords a ſpecimen of 
our author's ſtyle. Fitty lives of illuſtrious Britons are compriſed in this 
volume, commencing with Alfred the Great, and ending with the philan- 
thropic Howard. Fe ſelection is extremely judicious, and the execu- 
tion is correſpondent. The principles throughout argntitled to our un- 
_ praiſe; and we have no doubt the author te with a view to 
the inculcation of thoſe maxims, civil, moral, and Mgious, which have 
raiſed Great Britain to ſuch an exalted height am the nations of the 
earth, and the obſervance of which alone can perpevate her glory and her 
proſperity. Did our limits permit, we ſhould have been happy to have 
given one of the lives as a ſpecimen ; but we have little Pee the whole 
will be read with avidity, and ſuperſede the neceſſity of our recommen- 
dation. Young Centleman's and Lady Magazine for Feb. 
A work of this deſcription has certainly beet long wanted for the uſe 
of Schools. It is a well-ſelefted and corre Print ſeries of Lives, 
from that of ALFRED THE GREAT, to that of Howarp the Philanthro- . 
piſt. We notice it in the Ladies' Annual Regiſter, becauſe we deem it 
an Excellent book for the ſchool-room, either in public ſeminaries or pri- 
vate families. Ladies". Annual Regiſter, 1798.—-pagt 130. 
The characters here exhibited are very happily compreſſed, and — 2 
ion 


New and Ruh? Books liber by K. Phallji, © 


2 bude with jdgment, and the obſt?aQt of enen Life is a collection of tratꝰ 
ſo happily placed, as to have the Beſt effect on young minds. In ſhort, 
we haye here a very inſtruftive compilation, both ſof,old and young. It 
contains a great deal both of public and private hiftory ; and to the riſing 
On the in in faſhionable circles, or the great world, the leffons it teaches, 

EI information it —_ beef the laſt impoftance. 3 
Ladies Wuſeton, February, 3799s 


11 \ AUTHENTIC NARRATIVE of the fourxey of the 
1 | En of the DUTCH EAST INDIA COMPANY” to the Court 

| . 1 of the Emperor of China, in the years 1794-5, (ſubſequent to that of 

| N | the Earl of Macartney), by Van Braam, with a Chart of the Route, 0 
I - 2 vols. $vo. 12s. boards. This Edition is faithfully tranſlated from the 
enuine Original, as publiſhed by the Author, at Philadelphia, and dedicated 

5 him to General Maſbington. 
. BIOGRAPHICAL ANECDOTES of the FOUNDERS of th 

| FRENCH REPUBLIC, and of other eminent perſons connected wi 


the events of the French Revolution; with Three Plates; 2 vols. 10s. 
is y or either volume may be had ſeparately, at 5s. each,—A new Edition 
| of the firſt Volume has juſt been publiſhed, 

6. The NATURAL SON, or LOVERS VOWS, a Play, faithfully 
and elegantly tranſlated from the ori Fe of Kotzebue, b Wits Plump- 
tre; with a Sketch of the Life 0 Kotzebue, by Dr. Willich, p > e 
Sixth Edition, reviſed, 25. 6d. 

7. The COUNT of BURGUNDY, another of the moſt approved of 


F Rotzebue s Plays, tranſlated alſo by Miſs Plumptre. The Second Edition, 5 
Price 28. 6d, has Tranſlation was performed at Covent Garden, on | 
the 12th of April. p 
1 VIRGIN of the SUN, another admired Play of Kotzebue's, d, 1 
and | cody to the Tragedy of PIZARRO, or, the SPANIARDS 9 I] 
IN. 5 trauſlate l alſo by Mis Plumptre. Erice 28. 6d. | $ 
9. SEERAMMOLATION, or the SACRIFICE OF LOVE, 4 i 
Flay, in Thee Acts; tranſlated from the Germag pf Kotzebye,. by 2] 
HeyRy NEUMAN, Elg, price, 25- | 3 
ns "The FORCE. C UMNY „ 2 Play, in Five Acts; Ae 1 Tn | 
a 1 the. Gen anof Kotzebue, by Mils Plumptre. Price 2s. * ec Rare 
I MALE FASHIONS of LONDON and PARIS, „ 
Aa Ea Works price 13. 6d. each Number. "Containing three or 2 
four beautifully co oftured Plates, repreſenting the actually prevailing Fe- Wh 
male Faſhious of London and Paris, for the uſe of Milliners, &c. e 
The London Dreſſes are drawn by an Artiſt of eminence, from the N 9 75 
real Life in the moſt f. hionable Public Places, or from the lateſt deſigns. Wo 
of the. mait approved and popular Miliincrs ; and the Paris Dreſics 40 5 RS 
"EE exactly coil r the two French Works intitled cc #4 Pai 7 8 3 4 
© Coſtumes Fre and « Tableaugeneral des Made: & C Paris. , x 
C «obs Preſs and to be publiſhed in - <2 . 5 
TRAVELS THROUGH THE UNITED ST ATESOF. NORTW 3 
AMERICA, IN UPPER CANADA, AND THE GOUNTRY On 2 EE fed 
IHE IRQQUOIS, in the years 1796-7 & 8, by the: DUKE HN I. 1 
ROCHEFO JCAULT: LIANCOURT, with au aythentic Account | * n 
LOWER CANADA; faithfully tranſlated by H, 1 Eſq „ 
- In one volume, quarte. ry 45 42 8. 
Ale, A NECROLOGY 0, ANNUAL BIOGRAPHY, r x98 6 8 
and inciudit neglected Biography for ſeveral Years pfeceding. „ 
And, WALPOLIANA,,confi 141 original Bon Mote, Kc. a * I . 
the late HORACE OY ul Orferd, 2 Raf? . 
1 2 4 15 4 4 S 8 5 1 * * | 
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